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BEED IN THE BONE. 



CHAPTER r. 



Had you lived in Brealnoeltshire twenty years 
»go, or even any where in the Midlands, it would 
be Buperflnous to tell jou of Carew of Crompton. 
Every body thereabout was acquainted with him 
diher peraonaliy or by hearsay. You must al- 
tnost certainly have known somebody who had 
had an adventure with that eccentric personage 
— one who had been ridden down by him, for 
that mighty hunter never turned to the right 
hand nor lo the left for any man, nor paid atten- 
tion to any rale of road ; or one who, more for- 
tunate, had been "cleared" by him on his &- 
moua black horse Trehitond, an animal only sec- 
ond to hb master in the popnlar esteem. There 
are as many highly colored pictures of his per- 
formance of this flying feat in existence as there 
are of "Dick Tuipin clearing the Turnpike- 
gale. " Sometimes it is a small tradesman cow- 
ering down in his cart among the calves, while 
(he gidlant Squire liurtles over him with a 
" Stoop yopr head, butcher." Sometimes it is a 
wagoner, reminding one of Commodore Trun- 
nion's involuntaij deed of " deniaR-do," who, 
between two high banks, perceives with marked 
astonishment this portent flying over himself and 
convoy. But, at all events, the thing was done ; 
perhaps on more than one occasion, and was al- 
lowed on all hands not only as a tact, but as 
characteristic of thdr sporting idol. It was 
"Carew all over," or "Just like Carew." 

This phrase was also applied to many other 
heroic a.ctiona. The idea of "keel-hauling," for 
instance, adapted from the nautical code, was 
said to be practically enforced in the case of 
duns, atlorneys, and other objectionable persons, 
in the lake at Crompton; while the administra- 
tion of pommelings to poachers and agricultur- 

s generally, by the athletic Squire, 

— " "ongne. These 

e much aonght 
lain class, ine same to which the ^ 
and independent voter belongs, for the clenched 
fist invariablj' became an open hand after it had 
done its work — a golden oiufmeul, tliat is, was 
always applied after these inflictions, such as 
healed all wounds. 

Carew of Crompton might at one time have 
been member for the county, if he had pleased ; 
but he desired no seat except in tiie saddle, or on 
the driving-box. He showed such skill in rid- 
ing, and with ' ' the ribbons, " that some persons 
supposed that his talents must be very consider- 
able in other matters, and affecled tn regret their 
misuse ; there were reporls that he knew Latin 



better than his own chaplain ; and was, or had 
been, so diligent a student of Iloly Writ, that 
he could give you chapter and verse for everj 
thing. But it must be allowed thai others were 
not wanting to whisper that these trails of 
scholarship were greatiy esa^erated, and that 
all the wonder lay in the fact that the Squire 
knew any thing of such matters at all; nay, a few 
even ventured to eiipress their opinion that, but 
for his recklessness and his money, there was no- 
thing more remarkable in Carew than in olher 
spendthrifts; but this idea was never mooted 
within twenty miles of Crompton. The real 
troth is, that the time was unsuitable to the dis- 
play of the Squire's particular traits. He would 
have been an eminent personage had be been a 
Norman, and lived in the reign of King John. 
Even now, if he conld have removed his estab- 
lishment to Poland, and assumed the character 
of a Russian proprietor, he would doubtless hare 
been a great prince. There was a savage mag- 
nificence about him, and also certain degrading 
traits, which su^ested the Helman Platoff. Un- 
fortunately, he was a Squire in the Midlands. 
The contrast, however, of his splendid vagaries 
with the quiet time and industrious locality in 
which he lived, while it diminished his influence, 
did, on the other hand, no doubt enhance his 
reputation. He was looked upon (as Waterford 
and Mytton used to be) as a lusas Tialurre, an 
eccentric, an altogether exceptional personage, to 
whohi license was permitted ; and the charitable 
divided the hunian race, for his sake, into Men, 
Women, and Carew. 

The same philosophic few, however, who de- 
nied him talent, averred that he was ha]f mad ; 
and indeed Fortune had so lavishly showered her 
favors on him from his birth, that it might well 
be that they had turned his bead. His father 
had died while Carew was bnt an infant, so that 
the snrplus income from his vast estates had ac- 
cumulated to an enormous sum when ho allsiaed 
his majority. In the mean time, his dating mi}- 
thcr had supplied him with fiinds out of all pro- 

Eortion to his tender years. At ten years old, 
e had a pack of harriers of his own, and hunted 
the county regularly twice a week. At the pub- 
lic school, where he was with difficulty persuaded 
to remain for a short period, be had an allow- 
ance the amount of which would have snfSced 
for the needs of a professional man with a wife 
and family, and yet it is recorded of him that he 
; had the audacity — ' ' the boy is tather to the 
man," and it was "so like Carew," they said — to 
complain to his guardian, a great lawyer, that 
his means were insutBcient. He also demanded 
a lump sum down, on the ground that (being at 
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the ripe age of fonrteen) he conleioplated mar- 
riage. The reply of the legnl dignitalj is pre- 
Gerved, aa well as the joung gentleman's appli- 
cation; "If yott can't live npon jooc allowance, 
yonmay starve, Sir; and if jou marry, jon EbaJl 
net have joar allowance." 

Yon had only— having authority to do bo — to 
advise Carew, and he ivas poBitively certdn to go 
coanter to your opinion; and did you attempt 
to oppose him in any pnrpose, you would infal- 
libly liisure its accomplishment. He did not mar- 
17 at fourteen, indeed, but he did so clandestinely 
in less than three years afterward, and had issue; 
bnt at the ago of five-and-thirty, when our stage 
opens, he had. neither wife nor child, but lived as 
ft bachelor at Crompton, which was someiimes 
called "the openhonse,"by reason of its profuse 
hoBpitalitioe ; and sometimes "Liberty Hall," 
on account of its license ; otherwise it was never, 
called any thing but Crompton ; never Cromp- 
ton Hall, or Crompt«n Park — hut simply Cromp- 
ton, just like Stowfl or Blenheim. And yet the 
park at Cromplou was as splendid an appanage 
of glebe and avenue, of copse and dell, as could 
be desired. It was all laid out upon a certain 
plan — somewhere in the old house was the very 
parchment on which the chase was ordered like 
a garden; a doien drives here radiated from 
one anot]ier like the spokes of a wheel, and here 
fonr rnighty ftvennes made a St. Andrew's cross 
in the very centre — bnt the area was so immense, 
and the stature of the trees so great, that nothing 
of this formality could be observed in the park 
itself. Not only were the oaks and beeches of 
large, and often of giant proportions, but the 
very fern.' grew so tall that whole iierds of fal- 
low deer were hidden in it, and could only be 
traced by their counds. There were red deer 
also, almost as numerous, with branching ant- 
lers, curiously mossed, as though they had ac- 
quired that vegetation by mbbing, as ihey often 
did, against the high wooden p(de — itself made 
picturesque by age — which hedged them in thdr 
sylvan prison for miles. Moreover, there were 
wild-cattle, as at Chartley (thongh not of the 
same breed), the repute of whose iierceness kept 
the few public paths that intersected this wild 
domiun very unfrequented. These animals, im- 
ported half a century ago, wore of no use nor 
of particular beauty, and would have dwindled 
away, from the unfitness of the locality for their 
suKJOrt, bnt that they were recruited periodical- 
ly, and at a vast expense. It was enough to 
cause their present owner to strain every nerve 
to retain them, because they were so universally 
objected to. "They had gored one man to death, 
and occasionallj' maim^ others, bnt, as Carew, 
Co do him justice, was by no means afraid of 
(hem himself, and ran the same risk, and far oft- 
ener than other people, he held he had a right to 
retain them. Nobody was obliged to come into 
his park unless they liked, he said, and if they 
did, they must "chance a tossing." The same 
detractors, whose opinion we have already quot- 
ed, affirmed that the Squire kept these cattle for 
the very reason that was ni^ed against th^r ex- 
istence ; the fear of these homed pohce kept the 
park free from strangers, and thereby saved him 
half a dozen keepers. 

That his delcrmination in the matter was pig- 
headed and bmtal, there is no doubt; but the 
Sqoire's nature was far from exclusive, and the 



idea of saving in any thing, it is certain, never 
entered into his head. The time, indeed, was 
slowly but surely coming when the park should 
know no more not only its wild-cattle, but many 
a rich copse and shadowy glade. Kot a stately 
oak nor far-spreading beech but was doomed, 
sooner or later, to be cut down, t» prop for a mo- 
ment the falling fortnnes of then- spendthrift own- 
er; hut at the lime of which we apesk there was no 
visible sign of the coming ruin. It is recorded 
of a brother prodigal, that after enormous losses 
and expenses, his steward informed him that if 
he would but consent to live upon seven thonsand 
a year for the next ten years, the estate would re- 
cover itself. " Sir, " returned he in anger, "I 
would rather die than live on seven thousand a 
year." Our Carew would have given the same 
reply had twice that income been suggested to 
him, and been applauded for the gallant answer. 
The hint of any necessity for curtailment would 
probably have caused him to double bis expendi- 
ture forthwith, though, indeed, that would have 
heen difficult to eifect. He had already two packs 
of hounds, with which he hunted on alternate 
days, and he had even endeavored to do so on 
the Sunday; but the obsequious "county" had 
declined to go with him to that extent, and this 
anomaly of the nineteenth century had been 
compelled to confine himself on the seventh day 
to cock-fighting in the library. He kept a bear 
to bMt (as well as a chaplain to bidly), and fer- 
rets ran loose about Crompton as mice do in other 
houses. He had a hunter lor every week in the 
year, yet he often rode his horses to death. He 
had a stud of racers, and it was this, or rather his 
belief in their powers, which eventually drained 
his vast resources. Not one of them ever won 
a great race. T'his was not their fault, nor that 
of their trainer, but his own ; he interfered in 
their management, and would hare things his 
own way; he would command every thing, ex- 
cept success, which was beyond his power, and 
in missing that he lost all. Otherwise, he was 
lucky as a mere gambler. His audacity, and the 
fnn& he always had at his disposal, carried him 
triumphantly, where many a more prudent bnt 
less wealthy player withdrew from the contest. 
Games of skill had no attraction for bim, but at 
an earlier date in his career he had been a ter- 
ror to the club-keepers in St. James's, where his 
luck and obstinacy had broken a dozen banks. 
It was said—and very likely with trulh— that he 
had once cut double or quits for ten thousand 
pounds. 

His moral character, as respected the softer 
sex, was such as you might espect from these 
traits. No modest ' woman had been seen at 
Crompton for many a year ; although not a few 
such — if at least good birth and high position in- 
clode modesty — had, since his majority, striven 
to give a lawful mistress to the place. .His ec- 
centricities had not alarmed (hem, and his shame- 
lessness had not abashed (hem. Though his eon- 
stitntion was said to be breaking np through un- 
paralleled excesses, his heart, it was currently 
reported in domestic circles, was sound : and 
what a noble feat would it be to reclaim him '. 
It was also reckoned impossible that a(iy amount 
of extravagance could have seriously embarrassed 
such a property as he had inherited, indeed long 
since, bat of which he had had the sole control 
only a few years. At the time of which ive speak 
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C«rew was but thirty-five, though he looked much 
older. His muscles were still fiim, his limbs yet 
active, and his hand and eye as steady with the 
gun or bridle as ever. But his bronzed face 
showed signs of habitual intemperance; his head 
WHS growing prematurely bald ; and onee or twice, 
though the lact was known to himself only, his 
iron nerve had of late failed him. The secret 
consciousness of Ihb last fact made him more 
ventureaoma and reckless than ever, "Time," 
he swore, ' ' should never play Mm tricks. He 
was as good a man as ever he was. There was 
a quarter of a million, more or less, to be got 
through yet, and, hy Jove, he would see it out i" 
Of course he did not swear by Jove ; for, as we 
have said, he kept a chaplain, and was therefore 
no heathen. 

One of the ar^ments that the mothers of tbose 
young ladies whc songht his hand were wont to' 
make use of, to their great comfort, was that Mr. 
Carew was a cliarchman. There was a private 
chapel at Crompton, the existence of which, of 
course, explained why his presence did not grace 
the puish church. Then his genealogy was of 
the most sa^sfactory description. Carews had 
dwelt at CromptoTi in direct sncceeeion for many 
a century. Charles I., it is almost unnecessary 
to state, had slept there— that most locomotive 
of monarchs seems to have honored all old En- 
glish mansions with a night's visit— and had 
hanted in the cha^e next morning. Queen 
Elizabeth had also been most graciously pleased 
to visit her subject, John Carew, on which oc- 
cadon a wooden tower had been erected for her 
in the park, from which to see "ten backea, 
all having feyre lawe, pulled down with grey- 
houndes ;" she shot deer, too, with her own vir- 
gin hands, for which purpose " a cross-howe was 
delivered to her by a nymph with a sweet song." 
These things, however, were in no way commem- 
orated. Carew was all in all ; his devouring 
egotism swallowed up historical association. Hia 
fevorite female bull-dog, with her pups, slept in 
the royal martyr's apartment. The places in 
Crompton Chase held remarkable were those 
where its present owner had made an unprece- 
dentedly long shot, or had beaten oS' one of the 
wild cattle wifliont a weapon, or had run down 
a stag on foot. There was no relic of ancient 
times preserved whatever, except that at mid- 
summer, as in Lyme, that very curious custom 
was kept of driving the red deer round the park, 
and then swimming them through the lake before 
the house— a very difficult feal, by-the-by, to any 
save those who have been accustomed to " drive 
deer." One peculiar virtue of Carew — he was 
addressed, by-the-way, by all his inferiors, and 
some of his equals, as "Squire" only — was, we 
had almost forgotten to say, his regard for truth, 
which may ti'nly be said to have been " passion- 
ate," if we consider the effect produced in him 
when he discovered that any one had told him a 
falsehood. He would fall upon them tcoth and 
nail, if they were menials; and if guests, he 
woiUd forbid them his house. This was surely 
one excellent trait. Yet it was maintained hy 
those carpers already alltided to, that to tel! tnitl) 
waa comparatively easy in one who was as care- 
less of all opinion as he was independent iit 
means; moreover, that a love of tnith is some- 
times ttmnd to exist in veiy bad company, as in 
the case of the Spartan boy who stole the fox, 



and if the veracious Squire did not steal foxes 
(which he did, by-the-by, indirectly, for a bagged 
one was his delight), he was guilty of much worse 
things. However, this is certain, that Carew of 
Crompton never told a lie. 



CHAPTER 11. 



We have said that Carew was not exclusive; 
so long as he had his own way in every thing he 
was good-tempered, and so very good-natured that 
he permitted not only his friends but his depend- 
ems to do pretty much as they would. He was 
a tyrant only hy fits and starts, and in the mean 
time there was anarchy at Crompton. Every 
soul in the place, from the young lords, its mas- 
ter's guests, down to the earth-stopper's assist- 
ant, who came for his quantum of ale to the back- 
door, did pretty much as seemed right in his own 
eyes. There were limes when every thing had 
to be done in a moment under the master's eye, 
no matter at what loss, or even risk to limb or 
life ; but usually there waa no particular time 
for any thing — except dinner. 'The guests arose 
in the morning, or lay in bed all day, exactly as 
they pleased, and had their meals in public oi in 
their own rooms ; hut when the great dinnei^ 
gong sounded for the second time it was expect- 
ed that every man should be ready for the feast, 
and wearing (with the single exception of the 
chaplain) a i^ coat. The dinner-parties at 
Crompton— and there was a party of the most 
heterogeneous description daily— were literally, 
therefore, ^eiy gay affairs ; the banquet was 
Gumptnous, and the great cellars were laid onder 
heavy contiibutiou. Only, if a guest did happen 
to be nnpunctnal, from whatever cause, even if 
it were illness, the host would send for his bear, 
or his half-dozen hull-dogs, and proceed to the 
sick man's room, with the avowed intention (and 
he always kept his word) of ' ' drawing the badg- 
er." In spile of his four-legged auxiliaries, this 
was not always an easy task. His recklessness, 
though not often, did sometimes meet with its 
match in that of the badger ; and in one cham- 
ber door at Crompton we have ourselves seen a 
couple of bullet-holes, which showed that assault 
on one side had met with battery upon the other. 
With such rough manners as Carew had, it may 
seem strange that he was never called to account 
for them at twelve paces ; but, in the first place, 
it was thoronghly understood that he wiJnla have 
"gone ont" (a fact which has doubtless given 
pause to many a challenge), and would have shot 
as straight as though he were partridge-shooting ; 
and secondly, as we have said, he bad a special 
license for practical jokes ; the subjects of them, 
too, were not men of delicate susceptibilities, for 
none snch, by any accident, COnld hai-e been hia 
guests. In consideration of good fare, good 
wine, a good mount in the hnnting-field, excel- 
lent shooting, and of a loan from the host when- 
ever they were without funds, men even of good 
position were found to "put up" very good-na- 
tnredly with the eccentricities of the master of 
Crompton, and he had his house full half the 
year. It is nOt to be wondered at, therefore, thai 
his servants were found willing to compound for 
some occasional ill usage, in return for general 
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laxitj of rule, and many unconsidered trifles in 
the Wflj of perqaiBites. His hunlsmen and whips 
got now and iben a severe beating ; liis grooms 
found it very inconvenient wlien " Squire" toolc 
it into bis raad head to sally forth od horseback 
across country by moonlighl ; and still worse, 
wheo he would have the whole etud out, and set 
every servant in his employ, not excepting his 
&t French cook, in the saddle, to see how they 
would comport themselves under the unaccus- 
tomed excitement of a steeple-uhase. But upon 
the whole, the retainers at Crompton had an cosy 
berth of it, and seldom voluntarily took thwr dis- 

Perhaps the best situations, as being less liable 
to the /jer contras in the shape of the master's 
passionate outbursts, were those of the park-keep- 
ers, of whom old Walter Grange was one. He 
was a bachelor, as almost all of them were. It 
was not good for any one with wife or daughter 
(if these were young, at least) to take service 
with Carew at all ; and IJnng in a pleasant coir- 
tage, far too large for him, in the very heart of 
the chase. Grange thought it no harm 1o take a 
lodger. The same old woman who cooked his 
victuals and kept his rooms tidy would do the 
same office for another who was not very parlic- 
tilar in his food, and could rough it a little iit 
other respects ; and such a one had Walter late- 
ly found in the person of a young landscape- 
painter, liichard Yorke. This gendeman was a 
stranger lo Crompton and its neighborhood ; bat 
having (as he said^ happened to see a certain 
guarded adv'ertisement in the Times headed, 
"To Artists and Others," that lodgings in the 
midst of forest scenery could be procured for 
what seemed next to nothing, lie had come down 
from London in the autumn on the chance, and 
fODud them suitable. 

To poet or painter's eye, indeed, the lodge 
was charming ; it was small, of course, but very 
picturesquely built, and afforded the new tenant 
a bow-windowed sitting-room, with an ontlook 
such as few dwellings in England, and probably 
none elsewhere, could offer. In the fore-ground 
was an open lawn, on which scores of fine-plu- 
maged pheasants strutted briskly, and myriads 
of rabbits came forth at eve to play and nibble — 
bordered by crops of fern, above which moved 
statelily the anllered deer. A sentij oak or two 
of mighty girth guarded this open space; hut on 
both sides vast glades shut in the prospect with 
a wall of checkered light and shadow that deep- 
ened into sylvan gloom. But right in front the 
expanding view seemed without limit, and ex- 
hibited aU varieties of forest sceneiy ; coppices 
with " Autumn's fiery finger" on thdr lender 
leaves ; still, shining pools, where water-fowl bred 
and dwelt ; broad pathways, across wMch the 
Mlow deer coald bound at leisure ; or one would 
leap in haste, and half a hundred follow in 
groundless panic. The wealth of animal life in 
that green solitude, where the voice of man was 
hardly ever heard, was prodigious ; the rarest 
birds were common there ; even those who had 
their habilatiuns by the sea were sometimes lured 
to ihia as silent spot, and skimmed above its un- 
dulating dells as o'er the billow. The eagle and 
the osprey had been caught there; and, indeed, 
a specimen of each was caged in a sort of aviary, 
which Grange had had constructed at the hack 
of the lodge; while Yorke's sitting-room was 



literaliy stuffed full of these strange feathered 
visitants, which had fallen victims to the keep- 
er's gutL The horse-hair sola had a noble cover 
of deer-skin ; the foot-stool and the lire-rug were 
made of furs, or skins that would have fetched 
their price elsewhere, and been held rare, al- 
though once worn by Bri^h beast or "vannint." 
The walls were stuck with antlers, and the very 
handle of the bell-rope was the fore-foot of a 
stag. Each of these had its story ; and nothing 
pleased the old man better than to have a listen- 
er to his long-winded tales of how and where 
and when the thing was slain. All persons whose 
lives are passed in the open air, and in compara- 
tive solitude, seem in this respect t« be descend- 
ants of Dame Quickly ; tlieir wearisome digres- 
sions and annecessary preciseness as to dale and 
place try the patience of all other kinds of men, 
and this was the chief cross which Grange's 
lodger had to bear as an offset to the excellence 
of his quarters. It must be confessed that he 
did not hear it meeklj. To stop old Walter in 
mid-talk — without an open quarrel — was an ab- 
solute impossibility ; hut his young companion 
would turn the stream of his discourse, without 
much ceremony, from the records of slaughter 
into another channel (almost as natural to it)— 
the characteristics andpeculiarities of his master 
Carew. Of this subject, notwitli standing that 
that other made him fret and fume so, Yorke 
never seemed to tire. 

" I should like to know your master," he had 
said, half musingly, after listening to one of these 
strange recitals, soon after his arrival ; to which 
Grange had answered, laughing: "W^, Squire's 
a very easy one to know. He picks op friends 
by eveiy road-side, without ranch troubling him- 
self as to who they are, I promise you." 

The young man's face grew dark with anger ; 
but the idea of self-respect, fiir less of pride, was 
necessarily strange to a servant of Carew's. So 
Grange went on, unconscious of offense : "Kow, 
if jou were a young woman, "he chuckled, "and 
as good-looking as you are as a lad, there would 
be none more welcome than yourself up at the 
big house. Pretty gals, bless ye, need no intro- 
duc^on yonder; and yet one would have thought 
that Squire would know better than to meddle 
with the mischievons hussies^he took his lesson 
early enough, at all events. Why, he married be- 
fore he was your age, and not half so much of a 
man to look at, neither. You have heard talk 
of that, I dare say, however, in London 'i" 

Kichard Yorke, as the keeper had hinted, was 
a very handsome lad — brown-cheeked, blue-eyed, 
and with rich clustering hair as black as a sloe ; 
but at this moment he did not look prepossess- 
ing. He frowned and flashed a furions glance 
upon the speaker ; but old Grange, who had an 
eye like a hawk, for the objects that a hawk de- 
sires, was as blind as a mole to any evidence of 
human emotion short of a punch on the head, 
and went on unheeding ; 

"Well, I thought you must ha' heard o' that 
too. We fijik down here heaid o' nothing else 
for all that year. She got hold o' Squire, this 
ere woman did, though he was but a school-hoy, 
and she old enough to be his mother, bless ye, 
and was married to him. And tbey kep' it se- 
cret tbr ^K months ; and that's what bangs me 
most about it all. For Carew, he can keep no- 
thing secret— nothing : he blurts all out; and 
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"Yoa never saw her, then?" asked Yorke, 
carelesslj shading his eyes, as though Tram the 
westering snn, which Midas- like, was turning ei 
ery thing it tonched in that broad landscape int 
gold. 

"Oh yes, I see her; she was here with Squii 
near half a year. Mrs. Cwew — the old lady, I 
mean — was at Crompton then ; and the young 
one — though she was no chicken neither — she 
tried to get her turned out ; bat she wasn't clev- 
er enough, clever as she was, for that job. Ca- 
rew loved his mother, as indeed he onght, for she 
had never denied him any thing since he was 
bom ; and so, in that pitched battle between the 
women, he Cook his mother's side. And in the 
end ihc old lady took his, and wilb a vengeance. 
I do think that if it had not been for her, young 
madam would have held on — Why, what's the 
matter, young gentleman ? That was an oath 
fit for the month of Squire bisself." 

" It's this cnreed toothache," exclaimed Yorke, 
passionately. "It has worried me so ever since 
you began to speak that I should have gone mad 
if I bad not let out at it a bit. Keter mind 

"Well, that's like the Sqnire again," returned 
the keeper, admiringly., "He seems alius to 
find hisself better for letting ont M things, and 
at people too, for the matter of that. To hear 
him sometimes, one would almost think the 
ground most open ; not that he means any harm, 
but it's a way he's got ; but it does frighten them 
as is not used to him, surely. I mind that day 
when he first took the fox-hounds out, and Mr. 
Howard the sheriff as was that year — he's dead 
and gone long since, and Ms grandson is sheriff 
now ngain, which is car'ous — well, he happened 
to ride a bit too forward with the dogs, and our 
young master — Oh dear, dear," and the old 
man began to cbockle like a hen that has laid 
two eggs at B lime, "how he did swear at the 
old man I" 

"You were talking about Mrs. Carew the old- 
er," observed the artist, coolly, 

"Was If True, so I was. WeD, she and 
the young Squire was for ail the worid like a deer 
with her lawn— all tenderness and timidity, so 
long as he was let alone ; but when this 'ere wo- 
man came, as she considered bis enemy, she was 
as bold as a red stag — nay, as one of our wild-cat- 
tle. It was through her, I say, that the bride 
got the sack at last ; and when that was done 
the old lady seemed to have done her work, and 
was content enough when her son portioned her 
off, and persuaded her to live at the dower-house 
at Morden ; and indeed she could hardly have 
staid at Crompton, with such goings on as there 
are now— feastings and fightings and flirtings—" 

"Just so," iniermpted the young painter; 
" she got her way, I know. Bat with respect 
to the younger hidy, Mrs. Charles Carew, what 
was sAe like, and what did people say of her?" 

"Well, not much good, 1 reckon. What 
could they say of a schoolmistress who marries 
her pupil ?" 

"A school-mistress, was she?" said Yorke, in 
a strange hnsky voice. " We never heard that 
in London." 

"Well, she was summat of that sort, Sir, 



though I don't know exaelly what. Yonng as 
he was, Carew was not quite child enough to b'a 
at a dame's school, that's true,' But she was not 
a mere servant-girl, as some saii, any way, for 
she could play and sing — ay, songs that pleased 
him too — and she had book-learning, Tve heard, 
such as would have astonished yon ; so that some 
folks said she was a witch, and had the devil's 
help to catch Carew. But a woman don't want 
magic, bless yott, to come over a lad of seventeen 
— not she. What nonsense people talk I If any 
pretty girl about Crompton was to lake a fancy 
to you now, as is like enough, do you suppose — " 

' ' But I thought you said that Mrs. Charles 
Carew was not a girl ?" 

"Nor more she was: she was iive-and-lhirty 
if she was a day ; and yet — (Aerewas the wonder 
of it — she did not look much over twenty! Tve 
heard our gentlemen, when out shooting, liken 
her to some fine Frenchwoman as never grew 
old, and was fell in love with unbeknown by her 
grandson. Now, what was her name ? I got it 
written down somewhere In my old pockel^-book ; 
it was sununut like Longclothes." 

"Ninon de FEnchs!" suggested Yorke, with- 

"Ay, that's the name. Well, Mrs. Charles 
Carew, as you call her, was just like her, and a 
rcgnlar everlasting! She was not what you 
would call pretty, but very " taking" looking, 
and with a bloom and freshness on her as would 
hare deceived any man. Her voice was like 
mnsic itself, and she moved like a slag o' ten ; 
and the Sqnii'O being always manly looking and 
swarthy, like yourself, there was really little dif- 
ference between them to look at. I dare say she's 
gone all to pieces now, as women will do, while 
the Squire looks much the same as he did 

" I have never even seen him," said the land- 
scape-painter, moodily. 

"Well, don't you stare at him, young master, 
when you do get that chance, that's alL Some 
comes down here merely to look at him, as if he 
was a show, and that puts him in a pretty rage, 
I promise you ; though lo get to know him, as I 
say, is easy enough, if you go the right way abopt 
''. If you were a good rider, for instance, and 
luld lead the ileld one day when the hunting 
begins, he'd ask you to dinner to a certainty ; or 
if you could drive stags — why, he wonld have 
given you a hundred pounds last midsummer, 
when we couldn't get the beasts to swim the 
lake. There's a pretty mess come o' that, by- 
tbe-by ; for, out of the talk there was among the 
gentlemen about that difficnlly, the Squire lidd a 






ilags; n 






you, but in harness, like carriage-horses; and, 
- if he hasn't had the break out half a 
les with fbur red deer in it, and jou 
him tearing through the park, with 
mounted grooms and keepers on the right and 
left of him, all galloping their hardest, and the 
Squii-o with the ribbons, a-hoUoaing like mad I 
For my part, I don't like such pranks, and wonld 
LCh sooner not be there to see 'em. There wUl 
mischief soma day with it yet, for all that old 
Lord Orford, down at Newmarket some fifty 
ago, used to do the same thing, they say. 
't in nature that slags should be druv four- 
id, even by Carew. However, the Sqnire 
lis wager ; and we haven't seen none o' thai 
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wild work o' late ueets, though we mav see it 
again any daj. " 

"I have heard of that strange exploit," ob- 
served Yorke ; "but US driving deer, even in the 
ordinary way, is not mj calling, and as 1 am no 
great rider, even if I had a horse, I don't Bee how 
I am to introduce myself to your mad Squire, 
and yet I have a great fency for his acquaintance. 
Do you think he'd buy any of these drawings, 
taken in his own park, from his own timber ?" 
The young man touched a port-folio, already well 
stocked with studies of oak and beech. ' ' Here 
is a sketch of the Decoy Pond, for instance, with 
the oldest tree in the chase b«6ide it ; woald not 
that interest him, think yoo ? Yon think not ?" 

"Well, young genitenan," said the keeper, 
frankly, " if I say no, it ain't that I mean any 
slight to ^ur drawing. It's like the tree enough, 
for certain, with the very hoop of iron as I put 
round it with my own hands twenty years ago — 
and, by the same token, it will want another be- 
fore this winter's ont; but I don't think the 
Sqau* cares much for such matters. He might, 
maybe, just give a look at it, or he might bid you 
go to the deril for a paper-staining son of a— 
well — what you will. He does not care a far- 
thing, bless ee, for all the great pictures in his 
own gallery, though they cost his grandfather a 
mint of money, and are certainly a fine sight- 
so far as the frames go. And, on the other 
hand, if he happens lo be cross-grained that day, 
he might tear it up before yoa could say ' Hold,' 
and kick you down the Hall steps into the bar- 
gmn, as be has done to many a one. That's where 
it is, you see, the Squire is so chancy." 

"I don't think he would kick me down his 
Hall steps," said Torke, grimly. 

The keeper grinned. "Wdl, yon see, nobody 
can tell that till it's tried. The Squire is a regn- 
lar bruiser, 1 promise you, though I grant you 
are a strapping young fellow, and you have lold. 
me that you knowhow to use your fists. That's 
a. great thing, mind you, for a man to ha' Icamt ; 
a deal iietter than Latin or such-like, in my opin- 
ion. Folks talk of life-preservers and pistols, but 
there's nothing like a good pair of well-handled 
fists when one has to tackle a poacher. I've been 
at Crompton, man and boy, these fifty years, and 
had a good many rough-and-tumbles iiith that 
sort, and I have never had the worst of it yet. 
It prevents bloodshed on both sides ; for if yon 
haven' t no shooting-iron, there's few Englishmen, 
poachers or not, who will draw trigger on you ; 
and as for a bludgeon, it's as likely to be in my 
hand as another's after the first half minute." 

"Is there much poaching now at Crompton f" 
inquired Yorke, mechanically. It would have 
been phiin to any le»e obtuse observer than his 
companion that he no longer gave him iiis atten- 

" Well, no ; nothing to be called serious has 
happened lately; though I dare say we shall have 
some •crimmages as the winter comes on; there's 
aUus a good deal of what I ealis hanky-panky 
work in the fawn season. Women and children 
--especially children— will come into the park, 
under pretense o' picking up sticks ; and iheyTl 
put away a new dropped fawn in their bundles, 
if they get the chance ; and then they take it 
home, to be reared until it grows up, and can be 
sold for venison." 

"I should have thought there would have been 



no market for such a commodity — thM is, in the 
case of people such as you describe," observed 
Yorke, yawning. 

" Market I" echoed the keeper, contemptuous- 
ly; "thei-e'd be a market to-morrow morning for 
the whole herd o' our wild-catUe, if they were 
stolen to-night ; there'd be a market for a rhi- 
noceros or a halligator, if we happened to keep 
'em, bless 'ee, as easy as for a sucking pig ! But 
I don't call that poaching— I mean the fawn- 
steaUng. It's the professionals from the Mid- 
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trouble. We generally gets wind 
of 'em beforehand, and then out we all goes, and 
Squire with ns— for he dearly loves a fight — and 
then there's broken crowns and bloody noses ; 
but, thank God, there's been no murder done, 
at least, not in my time, at Crompton. And that 
reminds mo, Sir, that it's time for me to start on 
my evening rounds," 

" Well, when you next have any news of such 
an incnrsion, Grange, I hope you will let me 
make one of yonr party," said Yorke, good-hu- 
moredly. " I can hit out straight from the 
shoulder ; and perhaps I might get to know the 
Squire that way." 

"And as likely a road to lead yon into his 
good graces, Sir," said the keeper, rising, "as 
any I know. Are you for a walk round the park 
this fine evening. Sir?" 

"No; not to-night, thank you. Grange. I 
have got to fill in diis sketch a bit that I took 
this morning." 

" Then, good-night, Sir, for I sha'n't return be- 
fore daylight." 

But it was not till long after the keeper had 
taken his departure tliat Richard Yorke turned 
band or eye to his unfinished drawing. He sat 
staring straight before him with steadfast eyes 
and thoughtful face, for hours, murmuring to 
himself disjointed sentences ; and ever and anon 
he started up and paced the little room with 
rapid strides. "He shall see me, and know me, 
too," muttered he, at last, between his clenched 
teeth, "though it should cost one of us our lives. 
She shall not say I came down to this wilderness, 
like some hunted beast to covert, for nothing. " 



CHAPTER Iir. 



It was an easy thmg enough, as Walter Grange 
had said, to make aequaintimce with Oarew of 
Crompton, and possible even to become his bosom 
friend at a sliort notice, for his friendships, all 
made in wine, at play, or in the hunting-field, 
were soon cemented ; but then, if the introduction 
was elfected in an unpropitious time or manner, 
it was like enough lo end in affront or downright 
insult. A gulf might be fixed just where yon 
wanted a causeway, and of this — Uiongh he had 
feigned 16 inquire about it so innocently of the 
honest park-keeper — Richard Yorke was well 
aware. He bad, as has been hinted, come down 
to Crompton with the express view of throwing 
himself in the way of its eccentric master, and 
to do so opportunely, and he was content to bide 
bis time. Thus, though the autumn had fer 
advanced, and the time had come for men of 
his craft to iiasten from the dropping, dripping 
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woods, no longer fair, 10 hive at home their sweet ■ "You should ba there at ten at latest. Sir. 
memorkls of thesummer time, Richard remained j There'll be plentj of us within whistle-call, you 
at Crompton, not willingly, indeed, nor even pa- understand. But nobody will come nnmst vnn 

tienllj.but withlhatflortof doggedresolvewhich --'--- ■ " 

is engendered, even in a restless spirit, by long 
watching. He had stopped so long [bat he would 
not now give up his watch ; the fortress, indeed, 
showed no more sign of breach than when he 
first sat down before it ; hut Btill he would not 
raise the siege. This persistency excited no sur- 
prise in his house companion ; Walter Grange 
was no gossip, nor curious about other men's af- 
fairs ; it was easy, even for him, to see that his 
tenant had a proud stomach, andhehad set down 
his talk about desiring an introduction to Carew 
as merely another phrase for wishing for a good 
choice of disposing of his wares to best advant- 
age in that market to which so many of such 
various callings thronged. He did not think, 
as he had honestly confessed, that there was 
mach chance of the Squire liecoraiiig a patron 
of the fine arts, hut he wished the young fellow 
laek, and was glad, for moie than one reason, 
that he staid on. 

It was at least three months after his young 
lodger's arrival that Walter burst into bis sit- 
ting-room one afternoon, without his i;snal knock 
at the door, with the great news that he had 

just had word, by a safe hand, that a gang of 
poachers would be in the Home Paik that very 

night, and that all the staff of keepers would be 

out in wailing for them. 

"You know," said he, quite indignant that 

the young man did not show his enthusiasm, 

"you told me I was to he sure and let you know, 

Mr. Yoi^e; hut, of course, yon needn't make one 

of ns unless you like." 

" Oh yes. III come," laughed the young fel- 
low — "tiiat is, providtdit is fine. I can't fight 

in the run, even for the game laws. " 

"It 'II be a lovely night, Sir, with just enough 

of moonlight to know friends from foes, " went on 

the keeper, rubbii^ his hands, and unconscionsly 

moistening them in his exdtement. "I knew 

you'd come. I sud to myself: 'Mr. Yorke 

never tarn tail;' and we shall be really glad of 

your help, for the fact is we are short-handed 

Ni^es is down with the rheumatics, and two of 

our men are away from home, and there aini 

^me to send to the out-beaters. So we shall be 

only nine — including yourself — in all. Lets 

see," continued the old man, counting on his Ho 

gers : "there'll be Bill Nokea, and Hobeit Sloane, 

"Spare me the roll-call. Grange," interropted 
the painter; "and toll me where I 
aiid when, and III be there." 

"Very good. Sir," said the keeper, musing, 
"ril put you at the Squire's oak — fhe one as 
you drawod so nicely— that 'U be at the Decoy 
down yonder, and dose to home. You have 
only to use this whistle, and you'll get help 
enough if you chance to be set upon; there will 
be a fight, no doubt. They must be a daring lot 
lo poach the near park, within sound of the 
house : they ^'t a done that these ten year ; 
tot the last time thej brought Squire and his 
bull-dogs onE, which was a lesson to one or two 
of'em. However, he's for town, they say, to-day." 

" All right. Grange ; we must do without 
him, then," returned the young man, cheerfully. 
" What time am I to be on guard ?" 



" You're one after the Squire's own heart," 
exclaimed the keeper, admiringly; "and I do 
wish you could foregather with him. What n 
reach of arm you've got, and what a play of 
muscle !_ The fist is the weapon for ajioacher — 
ean ajin him — if you only know how 
I ean depend on the Decoy being 
guarded by ten, Su', can I ? for I mast be off to 
the head-keeper's with the rest." 

Thei good-by. Sir, for tlie present." 
How what a poor fool is that!" soliloquized 
the young punter, contemptuously, as the door 
closed upon his late companion. "To think 
that I should risk my life against a poacher's on 
terms! Of course, if they suffice, I shall 
treat him to my knnckles ; butifnot — ifhe 
giant, or there be more than one of them — 
here is a better ally than mere bone and 
'. " Yorke took out of a drawer a life-pre- 
r, made of lead and whalebone, struck with 
ce, to test its weight and elasticity, then 
slipped it into his shooting-jacket pocket. " That 
will enlarge their organs of locality," said he, 
grimly ; ' ' they Will not forget the Decoy Bond in 
haiTy whose heads knock against this." 
He made a better supper than was usual with 
hini that night ; filled his pocket-flask with bran- 
dy, and his pouch with tobacco ; and then mak- 
'ng sure that the whistle Grange had given him, 
Lud which he had hung round his neck, was within 
easy reach of bis fingers, sallied out, well wrapped 
up as to his throat, and with his hands in his 
pockets. If Richard Yorke was doomed not to 
have life made easy for him, he made it as easy 
as he could. He never omitted a precaution, 
unless it gave him trouble to lake it out of pro- 
]n rtion to the advantage it conferred ; be was 
neier imprudent, nnless the passion of the mo- 
ment was too strong foi- him ; but sometimes, 
unlortunatel) , Ins mere whims were in iheit in- 
tensity passions, and his passions, while they 
lasted, hts of madness. He was a landscape- 
painter, partlv because he had some taste that 
way, hut chiefly because he haled regular work 
of any sort. He had no real love for hia art, 
and not the least touch of poetic feeling. He 
knew an oak from a beech-tree, and the sort of 
touch that should be osed in delineating the foli- 
age of each ; a yellow primrose was to him a 
yellow primrose, and ho couid mix the colors 
deftly enough which made up its hue. His ed- 
ucation had been by no means neglected, but it 
had been of a strange sort; every thing he had 
learned was, as it were, for immediate ase, am} 
of a superficial but attroctive character. The 
advocates of a chissical curriculum would have 
shaken their heads at what Richard Yorke did 
know, almost as severely ns at his lack of knowl- 
edge. He had read a good deal of all kinds of 
hterature, including much garbage; be coulil 
play a little on the piano, and speak French with 
an excellent accent. In a word, he had learned ev- 
ery thing that had pleased him, aa well as a little 
Latin and some mathematics, which had not. He 
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knew English history far better than most young 
EnidislHnen ; but the sight of tonib or niin had 
never made bis heart pulae feaior with an evoked 
idea by a single beat. Uistoiical associations 
had no charm for him. This mighty oak, for 
example, under the shadow of which he noiv 
gtands sentry, and which he had transferred so 
deftly to his poi't-folio, has no longer any inter- 
est for him. He has "done it," and its use and 
Eleasure are therefore departed in his eyes. He 
nows quite wdl that ftiongh it is called the 
Sqnire's, in token, probably, of some wholesale 
sUughiar of wild-ducks effected by Carew from 
its eonvenient cover, tliat this tree is hundi'eds 
of years old — the oldest in ail the chase. He 
has read the "Talking Oat," for indeed he can 
quote Tennyson by the yard, and in dulcet roice ; 
and it would have been natural enough, one 
would think, in such a time and place, that some 
thoughts of what this venerable monarch of the 
forest must have witnessed would perforce come 
into bis mind. The same moonlight that now 
shines down between its knotted ru^ed branches 
must have doubtless lit on many a pau' of lovers, 
for it was ever a favorite phice for tryst in by- 
gone years. The young monk, perhaps, may 
here (when Crompton was an abltey) have given 
double absolution, to himself and to the girl who 
conGi^sed to hiro her love. Roundhead maiden 
and Cavalier gallant mnst many a time have 
foi^tten their political differences beneath this 
oak, as yet a tree not saci'ed to royalty ; nay, 
perhaps even those of York and Lancaster may 
here have been compounded for, in one red rose 
of a blush. Bluff Harry had haply hunted be- 
neath its once wide-spreading arms, and certain- 
ly the martyr king had done so, with a score of 
generations of men of all sorts, dead and gone, 
God alone knows whither. Though no more 
the bugle sounded, nor the twanging bow was 
heard, there was surely an echo of their far- 
away music in the young painter's ear! Ko, 
there was none. 

Heard melodies are sweet, bnt those nnheard 

was a line EJchard Yorfce had read, perhaps, but 
certainly had not understood. He heard the 
bare branch creak and sway above his head as 
the wind slowly took it ; he heard the night-jar 
croak, as it flew by on silent wing; and now 
and then he heard, or thought he heard, the 
Bonnd of the voices of his fellow-watchers a great 
way off, which was his only touch of fancy. 
They were all silent, and in close hiding. 

It is not to be supposed, however, (hat his mind 
was fixed upon the matter in which he was en- 
gaged, so that other subjects were thereby ex- 
cluded fi'om it. The repression of night-poach- 
ing was not a matter that interested him either 
in principle or practice. He would just as soon 
that the keeper had not reminded him of his of- 
fer to share his watch — the whim that had once 
seized him to do so had died away; hut having 
is company, he was not oi 



once promised h! 
break his word. ; 
The young mar 
neither with the p 
the future— 



s thoughts were busy, then, 
St nor the present, but with 
, his oKn future. The path 
of lifb did not lie straight before Richard Yorke, 
as it does before most men of his age, and in fact 
it came, so to speak, abruptly to a termination 
exactly where he stood. 



In such a case, the choice of the weytarer be- 
imes boundless, and is only limited by the ho- 
ion and circumstances. As matters were, ha 
had scarcely enoogh to live on — not nearly 
enough to do so as his tastes and habits suggest- 
ed ; and yet, by one bold stroke, with luck to 
back it, he might, not "one day" (that wonld 
have had small charm for him), but at once, and 
for his hfe-long, bo rich and prosperous. He 
could not be said to have expectations, bnt his 
ion was not without certain contingencies, 
extreme brilliancy of which might almost 
; for their vagueness. It was from a dream 
of future greatness, or what seemed to him as 
such, wherein he saw himself wealthy and pow- 
I surrounded with luxury and witli the mift- 
: of every pleasure, that he was suddenly 
and sharpy awakened by a trifling incident — the 
snapping of a dead twig in the copse hard by. 
In an instant tiic gUttering gossamer of thought 
was swept aside, and the young fellow was all 
ear and eye. The wind had dropped for some 
time, and the silence was intense ; that solemn 
hush seemed to pervade the forest which some 
poet has attributed to the cessation of spiritual 
life, as thoagh the haunters of the glade were 
uiaittng for the resumption of theu' occupations 
until the interloping mortal should pass by. 
Nothing BtiiTcd, or, if so, it was motion without 
sound, as when the full-feathered owl shd softly 
through the midnight air above him. Hot a 
dead leaf fell ; and where the leaves had fallen 
there they lay. IIow was it, then, that a twig 
broke ? The deer were couched ; the pheasants 
sat at roost, their heads beneath that splendid 
coverlet, their wing; and though there were 
creeping things which even midnight did not 
woo to rest in that Vast wilderness, Yorke had 
imbibed enough of forest lore to know that the 
noise which he had heard was produced by none 
of these. A rat in the water-rushes, or a stoat 
pushing through the underpDwth, would have 
announced itself in a different fashion. Agdn 
the sound was heard, and this time it vms no 
longer the crackling of a twig, but the breaking 
of a branch ; then cautious footsteps fill uixm 
the frosty leaves, and, with a light leap on the 
bank that fringed the copse, the poacher stood 
in the open. 

That such he was, Yorke had no douht what- 
ever; the moonlight streamed full upon him, and 
showed him to be none of the Crompton keepers, 
unless, indeed, he was disgnised. For an in- 
stant, it passed across liis mind that Ibis might 
be Walter Grange himself — he was about the 
same height and build— come to play a trick upon 
him to test his courage, for the man's &ce was 
blackened hke aburglar's; but this idea was dis- 
missed as soon as entertained. The keeper, he 
reflected, thought far too seriously of the night's 
doings to make jest of them, and besides, he 
could never have sprung upon the bank as yon- 
der fellow did, his limbs, though sturdy, being 
stiff with age and occasional rheumatism. The 
intruder seemed quite alone, and it was probable, 
while his confederates paid attention to the pheas- 
ants in the Home Park, that he was bent upon 
making a private raid upon the sleeping water- 
fowl. He had no gun, however, nor, as far as 
Yorke could make out, any other weapon ; and 
as soon as he bad got near enough to the pond 
to admit of it the watcher sprang out from be- 
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neath the shadow of the oak, and placed himself 
between the stranger and the copse from which 
he had emerged. Yorke whs Che Caller bj full 
six inches, and believing himself to be more than 
a match for bis aniagoaisc, had not so mach as 
laid finger on his concealed weapon j bat if he 
had now any thought of doing so, it was too late ,' 
for, with a cry of eager rage, the man tamed at 
once, and sprang at him like a tiger. It needed 
all his skill and coolness to parry the fierce blows 
which fell upon him like hail, and which he had 
scarcely time to return. Yorke was an adept at 
bosing, and in tbs chance encounters into which 
a somewliat dissipated and reckless youth had 
led him, he had been an easy victor ; bat it now 
took all he knew to "keep himself.'' An in- 
stant's carelessness, or the absence of a hand in 
seai'ch of that which he would now have gladly 
seized, and bis guard would have been broken 
through, and himself placed at his foe's mercy. 
Nothing but his long reach preserved him from 
those sledge-hammer blows, which seemed as 
though each must break die arm Chey fell upon. 
As for using his whistle, the opporCunity, of 
coarse, was not afibrded him ; and, moreover, he 
had no breath to spare for sach a purpose. 
Breath, however, was also a desideratnm with 
the poaclier, aud the more so inasmach as he ac- 
companied every blow— as Brian de Bois-Gnil- 
bert was wont to bammei- home his mace-strokes 
with"Ha! BcanaeanC,BeauEeantI" — with some 
amazing oath. It is recorded of an American 
gentleman, much given lo blasphemy, that he 
coald entertain "an intelligent companion" for 
half a day with the mere force and ingenuity of 
his expletives; and this singular lalent seemed 
lo be shai-ed by Eichord Yorke's antagonist. 
That one of the most accomplished roughs of the 
Midlands had fallen to the young painter's lot 
in that night's iiieUe, he could not for a moment 
doubt ; but this refiection did not go far lo soothe 
him. He did not care for fighting for its own 
sake, while his pride revolted against thus being 
kept at bay by a brutal clown. If he could but 
get Che chance, be made np hjs mind to end this 
maltCT once for all, and at last the opportunity 
seemed to be afibrded. The poacher suddenly 
stepped back to the very margin of the pond, a 
long oval piece of water, and not very deep, and 
quick as thought, Yorke drew bis deadly weapon. 
But at the same moment there was a sound of 
racing feet, and down the drive (here came two 
men at headlong speed. Yorke did not doubt 
that they were poachers; but his blood was up, 
and he was armed — he felt like an iron-clad 
against whom three wooden ships were about to 
pit themselves. "Where I hit now I make a 
hole," he muttered, savagely, and stood firm; 
nor did he even put his lips to the whistle that 
hung ronnd his neck. 

Bat as the men came nearer, in the foremost 
he recognized Walter Grange, and at the same 
moment saw his late antagonist plunge wildly 
into the ice-cold pond, and bogiu to wade and 

"CusshimI I durst not do it, " gasped Walter, 
just too late, and mindful, even in his passionate 
disappointment, of rheomatic pains. " Dash aft- 
er him, Bob, while Mr. Yorke and I run ronni" 

Bnt Bob had had the rhennmtism too, or bad 
seen the unpleasant effects of it in others, and 
shook hia shaggy head. 



A mocking laugh burst from the poacher, al- 
ready nearing the opposite bank. 

' ' Dang him ! If Id got a gun, I'd shoot him. 
Ron, man!" cried Waller, excitedly — "inn 
man, ran ! He can never get along in hia wet 
clothes." And off the two men started in hot 
parsuit. 

Yorke watched them toiling ronnd the pond, 
while the poach 1 d d hoo unse 
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spmney yonder, 
r. We've all had our 
skins full of rum punch, and a sov. apiece, be- 
cause Squire says we proved ourselves good watch- 
dogs. Andhere,"coatinued the oldman,exult- 
in^y, " are a couple of sova. for yourself. ' Give 
them to that tall yonng fellow,' says Squire, ' as 
you posted by the Decoy Pond, for he knows 
how to use his fists." Why, Chat 'ere chap as 
you had the tussle with was Carew hisaelf !" 

A deadly paleness overspread the young man's 
cheeks. 

' ' Was that Carew ?" he said. 

"Yea, indeed, it was; though none of tis 
know'd it. Yon needn't look so skeaied. He 
ain't annoyed with yon ; he's pleased, bless 'ee, 
and here's the proof of it." 

" You may keep the guineas. Grange," said 
Yorke, gravely; "only keep mv secret too. If 
he thinks I was a night-watcher,' let him continue 
in that belief." 

" Why, it's the best introduction to Carew as 
you could have!" insisted the astonished keeper. 
" Yon have only to go up to the great bouse to- 
morrow, and say : ' Here's the man as proved 
yonr match last uight,' and— " 

" You must allow me to be the best judge of 
my own afiairs," interropl«d Ihe young fellow, 
haughtily; "so yon will be so good as to say 
nothing more about the matter." 

"Just as you please. Sir; and I am sm* yon 
are very kind, "answered the keeper, slipping the 
coins into his pocket. "Squii-ehisself could not 
be more hberal, that's certain. Yon are tired, I 
see ; and I wish yon good-night. Sir, or rather 
good-morning." 

"Good-night, Grange." 

" Now, that's what I call pride," said Waller, 
giimly, as he closed the door upon his lodger ; 
"and lam sure I hope, for his sake, it may nev- 
er have a fall." 

When Richard Yorke was thus left to himself 
he did a carious thing ; he took out Che life-pre- 
Irom iCs receptacle, and having made up 
Che fire, placed it in the centre of the burning 
mass, so tbat in the morning there was nothing 
left of it save a dull lump of lead. 
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A DAT or two passed hj, and nothing 
was heard of Carew's combat with the joimg 
watcher; some other mad frolic had doubtless 
entered into the Sqsire's head and driven tlutt 
one out. The hot punch imbibed after hi 
iti the Decoj Fotid seemed to have averted all 
evil conBequences, or perhaps he was cBse-hard- 
ened to such things. Ifwas not uneommon with 
him to spend whole winter nights on a neighbor- 
ing "broad," in pursuit of the mere-fowl that 
haunted it, in water or ice or sivamp. He treat- 
ed his body as an enemy, and strove to subdue 
it — though not for the good reasons of the Apos- 
tle — by every sovt of harshness and imprudence ; 
or rather he behaved toward it as a wayward 
fkther toward his child — at one time with cruel 
severity, at another with the utmost luxury and 
indulgence. No rich man, probably, ever gave 
his heir so many chances of inheritance, or ex- 
cited in him so roany false hopes, as did the 
Squire of Crompton, who had no heir. 

The hunting season had begun with him after 
its usual fashion ; be seldom troubled himself to 
find a fox, but turned one out of a bag to in- 

cnlt and dangerous country tlmt could be se- 
lected. 

Yorke had ^most made np his mind to lake 
the keeper's advice, and distinguish himself by 
putting Ilia neck la (he same risks as Carew, on 
horselMick, in order to recommend himself to liis 
notice, when an event occurred by which he at- 
tained his end in another way. 

Tired of the park, wheran he had dwelled so 
long, and which everj' day the approach of winter 
made more bare and desolate, he had taken a 
solitary walk along the highway which led to ' 
tlie market-town. He was returning, and had 
reached the top of the long hill where the park 
fence began, and a high soUd gate — so that no 
dogs could enter — gave access to that wild do- 
main, when o confused murmur in the keeii blue 
air caused him to look bacll. For a mile or 
more the road was straight, and the teaHess trees 
and hedges leOr the prospect open to him in all 
directions; at the eslremity of the road was 
some huge moving object, which, advancing at 
great speed, disclosed the Squiie's mail phaeton, 
draivn by four antlered stags, and followed at 
some distance by three or four mounted grooms, 
apparently nnaMe to keep up with him. Carew 
himself was standing up like some charioteer of 
old, and, although he already outstripped the 
very wind, was laying about him frantically with 
liis whip, as up the hill the frightened creatures 
tore as if the ground were level. The reason of 
this headlong speed was at the same time made 
evident by the appearance of a pack of hounds, 
which, followed by a nnmeroas field in scarlet, 
was coming across the grass-land in full cry. 
The spectacle, tliongh weird and strange, was by 
no means without a certain grandeur — like some 
barbarous pageant. Yorke understood the situ, 
ation at a glance. He had heard the keeper say 
that, not content with his wild progresses through 
the park, the Squire had sworn lo drive his stags 
one day into the marfeet-town, and this he had 
doubtless actually accomplished ; but, on liis i*e- 
Uim, he liftd had the misfortune to be caught 



sight of by one of his own packs of hounds, whicii 
were now in full pursuit of him, like another Ac- 
laion. The terriiied stags, with that deep-mouthed 
menace of their natural enemies ringing in Iheir 
ears, at once threw off all' control, and had left 
their grooms behind them in half a dozen bounds. 
If only the harness held, they would be at the 
lodge gate in a very few minuleB; but, on the 
other hand, the hounds were nearer to that point, 
which they were approaching diagonally. They 
were running, of course, by sight, like grey- 
hounds, and with greyhounds' speed. Above 
their eager mellow notes, and the mad shouting 
of the excited sportsmen, and the ceaseless wind- 
ing of the disregarded bom, above the thunder 
of his own wheels, and of the hoofe of his strange 
steeds upon the wintry road, rang out Carew's 
hoarse tones: "The gate, the gMe!" If only 
that wooden wall could be inierixised between 
his stags and their pursuers, all might yet be 
well, Bui, though the lodge-keeper had been 
drawn by the tumuli to his door, he stood there 
like one amazed and fascinated by the spectacle 
before him, and paralyzed with Uie catastrophe 
that seenied impending 

"Gate, gate, lou gaping idiot!" roared the 
Squire, with a fiighiful corse; but the poor 
shaking wretch had not the power to stir; it 
was Yorke himself who dashed at the latch, and 
threw the long gate jtide to let the madman 
pass, and then slammed it back upon the very 
jaws of the hounds. They rushed against Hie 
solid wood like n living battering-ram, and howl- 
ed with baliled rage ; and some leaped up and 
got their foi-e-paws over it, and would have got 
in yet, but that Richard beat them back wi^ his 
hare hands. 

In the mean time Carew and his stags swept 
up the park like a whirlwind, and presently, 
coming to a coppice, the frightened creatures 
dashed into it, doubtless for covert, where wheel 
and rein and antler, tangling with trunk and 
branch, soon brought them to a full slop. 

" Good lad !" exclaimed Carew, as Yorke hur- 
ried up to help him; "yon are a good plucked 
one, you are ; you shall keep the lodge, if yon 
will, instead of that lily-livered scoundrel who 
was too frightened to move. Oh, I ask pardon ; 
you are a gentleman, are yon ?" 

"t-ir, I hope so," answered the young man, 
stiffly, his anger only half subdued by the ne- 
cessity for conciliation. 

" Then, come up to the house and dine, who- 
ever you are; I'll lend you a red coat. Cnrse 
thosegrooms! what keeps them? Onecan'tsit 
upon a stag's head to qoiet him as though he 
were a horse." (Two of the stags were down, 
and butting, at one another with their horns.) 
" What a pace wo came up While Hill ! I tried 
to time Ihem, but I could not get my watch, ouL 
You moved yourself hke a flash of Ughtning, else 
I thonght we must have pinned you against the 
gate. It was well done, my lad, well done; 
and I'm your deblor." 

The Squire held out bis hand, for the first 
time, for Yorke to shake. 

' ' Why, what's this ?" said he, peering into the 
other's eyes. " I have seen your face before, my 

"Yes, Sir; a week or two ago I played the 
part of night- watcher in your preserves — it was 
a mad prank ; but''— and hero the young follow 



BRED IN. THE EOiN'E. 



IS 



smiled roguislily—" it was better tLan poadiing, 
JOB must admil." 

"What!" cried tbe Squire, deligliled, "are 
yon tlifl fellow that had that bout with me in the 
Decoy Pond? Why, I thought yon wore one 
of my own men, and sent you something; but, 
of course, my scoundrels drank it. I'm glad to 
see yon, Sir, by daylight. It was the uncertain 
moonshine that hampered me, else, by Jove, I'd 
have given yon 'one, two!' We must have it 
out another day, for a drawn battle is just the 
thing I hate. What's your name, young gen- 
tleman, and where do you live?" 

"I live close by, Sir; I am in lodgings for 
the present," 

" Ay, ay, for the hunting, I suppose," said the 
iropelnouB Squire. "Hark to those devils of 
dogs ; tliey are howling yet ; they would have 
had my stags by this time but for you. Well, 
well; send for yoar portmanteau, and lake up jonr 
quarters at Crompton ; you shall have a hearty 
welcome ; only don't be bite for dinner — seven, 
Sir, sharp. Here are my knavish grooms at last." 

And, under cover of the fire of imprecations 
which the Sqnire poured upon his approaching 
retainers, (he young Inndscape-painler withdrew. 
He had obtained his end at last, and he wished 
to retire before Carew should put that question 
to him for a second time — what is yoar name ? 
— which, at sueh a moment, it would, for certain 
nasons, have been enibarras^ng to answer. 

He betook himself at onoe to the keeper's 
lodge, and packing up his wardrobe, which, 
though of modest dimensions, compiised all that 
was requisite lor a gentleman's costume, dis- 
patched it to the great house. He followed it 
himself sbonlj' afterward, only waiting to dash 
off a note by the afternoon's post for town. It 
was literally a " hurried line," and would have 
better snited these later telegraphic days, when 
thou^ts, thongh wire-drawn, are compressed, 
and brevity is the soul of cheapness, as of wit. 



It used to that method of pro- 
1 more so if the charioteer is 



al Crompti 

It was not a nice trait in the young man, if it 
was a characteristic one, that he did not take 
the troable even to leave so much ivord as that 
for the old keeper, who was engaged in his ont- 
door duties, but simply inclosed the tew shillings 
in which he was indebted to him inside an en- 
velope, addressed to Walter Grange. The old 
man liked him, as he well knew, and would have 
prised a few words of farewell \ hut Yorke wns 
in a hurry to change his quarters for the better; 
ha had dimhed from low to high, and gave no 
further thought to tbe ladder which bad so &r 
served him. But yet he had some prudence too. 
Though he had dwelled so long in the Carew do- 
mains, so careful had he been not to intrude his 
presence inopportunely on its master, that he bad 
never so much as seen, except at a distance, the 
mansion to which he was now an invited guest. 
How grand it showed, as his elastic step drew 
near it, with tower and turret standing up against 
the gloomy November sky, and all its broad- 
winged front alive with light I How good it 
would be to call so fine a place his home : 
How excellent to be made heir to the childless 
man who ruled it, and who could leave it !« 
whomsoever his whim might choose ! 

It was unusual for a guest to approach Cromp- 



ton for the firat time on foot. The Squire's 
jovial friends used for tbe most part slrange con- 
veyances, such as tandems and randema, and the 
great flowei'-bcds in tbe lawn in front j(ave sign 
that some sueh equipage had been lately driven 
np not altogether with dexterity. It is difficult 
at all times to drive "unicorn, anr! mnn. on if 
the horses ai 

gression, and ,. ^^, ,^ 

eoraewliat inebriated; and all these conditions 
had been fulfilled a few minutes previously in 
the case of Mr. Frederick Chandos, a young gen- 
tleman of twenty-one years of age, but of varied 
experience, who had just arrived that day on his 
first visit. But when Yorke appeared at the 
front-door, there was no less attention paid to 
him than if he had driven np with fonr-in-hand. 
Obsequious footmen assisted him to take off his 
wrappers in the great hall, whose vaslnesBdwarfed 
the billiard-table in its centre to bagatelle propor- 
!. Aprofusionofwax-lights— andnoothers 
1 permitted at Crompton, save in the servants' 
es— showed eight shining pillars of rare mar- 
ble, and a grand staircase broad enough fbr a 
coach-and-four, and up which, indeed, Carew had 
ridden horses tor a wager; while all the walla 
hung witb huge-iigured tapestry — "The 
Tent of Darius" and "The Entry of Alexander 
into Babylon," both miracles of patient art. The 
grandonr of the stalely place was marred, how- 
ever, by signs of revd and rough usage. The 
Persian monarch, spared by his Grecian con- 
queror, had been deprived, by some moi'O modem 
barbarian, of his eyes ; while the face of his royal 
consort had been cut out of the threaded pictiu«, 
judge by the ragged end of tbe canvas, by a 
penknife. The veiy pillars were notched in 
places, as though some mad revelers had striven 
to climb to the pictured ceiling, Ctrari which gods 
looked down upon them witb amaze; 
tbe thick-piled carpel of the stairs was cut and 
doubtless by horses' hoofs; and here and 
there a gap in the gilt balusters showed where 
they had been torn away in brutal frolic. A 
groom of the chambers preceded tlie now guest 
up stairs, and introduced him to a bachelor's 
apartment, smalt, bnt well famished in the mod- 
em siyle, whither his portmanteau had been al- 
ready taken. " Squire has given orders. Sir," 
said he, respectfully, "that he should bo informed 
in as you arrived. What name shall I say. 
Bat here he is himseff." 
the groom withdrew, Carew made his ap- 
pearance at the open door. He was smoking a 
cigar, although it was within an hour of dinner- 
time ; and at his heels slouched a huge buU-d(^, 
who immediately began to growl and sniff at the 
guest. ' ' Quiet, you bnte ! " exclaime j the 
re, with his customaiy garnish of strong ex- 
pletive. "Welcome to Crompton, Mr, — Ifor- 
get your name ; or rather you forgot, I think, to 
favor me with it." 

■ My name is Eichard Yorke, Sir," 

' Yorke, Yorke — that sounds easterly. Ton 

of the Cambridgeshire stock, I reckon, are 

" No, Sir," retnmed the other, with a slight 

lor in his voice, which he could not coiitrol ; 

come from nearer home. Your wife's first 

husband was called Yorke, if you remember, and 

I bear his name, although I am her lawful son, 

by you. Sir." 
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AiTHR the bold avowal made at the conclnsion 
of the last chapter, Hichard Yorke and his lather 
(for snch indeed he was) stood confronting one 
another, for ueu' a minute, without a word. A 
tempest of evil passions swept over Carew's 
BWMthy f^ce, and his eyes flashed with a. fire 
that seemed to thriaten personal violence. The 
bull-dog, too, as thOQgh perceiving his master's 
irritation with the stmnger, began to growl again ; 
and this, perhaps, ivBS fortunate for the ;onng 
man, as iiffi>rding achannel for the Squire's pent- 
up wraih. Wiih a great oath, leveled alike at 
man and brute, he raised his foot, and kicked the 
latter to the o^er side of the room. 

" Impudent bastard ! " cried he; "how dare 
yon show yonr face beneath my roof?" 

"How dare I?" responded the young man, 
exdtedly, and with his handsome face aglow. 
"Because there was naught to fear; and if there 
were, I should not have feared it. " 

" Tut, tut ! so bold a game could never have 
entered into your young head. Your mother 
mnst have set yon on to do it— come. Sir, the 
truth, the truth." 

"She did not set me on, father," insisted the 
other, earnestly. " I came here of my own wilL 
I have been dwelling within a stone s-throw of 
your house these six months, in hopes to see you 
fece to face. She told me not to eome^ — I swear 
she did. " 

"So much the better for her,"ejflculiitcd the 
Squu^ grimly. "If I thought that she bad any 
himd in this, not another slulling of my money 
should she ever touch. It was agreed between 
us, "he continued, passionately — "and I, for my 
liart, am a man who keeps his word— that she 
and hers should never meddle more with me and 
mine; and now she has broken &>th." 

"Nay, Sir, but she has not," returned the 
young man, firmly. "I tell you it was against 
her will that I came hither." 

"The devil it was!" exclaimed the Squire, 
suddenly bursting into a, wild laugh. " It you 
get your way with her, when she says ' no, ' you 
must he a rare one. You are my son for certain, 
however, or you would never daie £o stand here. 
It was a rash step, young Sir, and might have 
ended in the horse-pond. I had half a mind to 
set my hnll-dog at yoo. Since you are here, 
however, yon can stay. But let ns understand 
one another. I am your fathei', in a sense, as I 
am father, for aught I know, to half the parish ; 
but as to being lawfully so, the law has happened 
to have decided otherwise. I know what yon 
mouhj say about 'the rights of it;' but that's 
be^de the question ; the law, I say, for once, is 
on my side, and I stand by it. Egad, I have 
good reason to do so ; and if your mother had 
been your wife, as she was mine, you would be 
with me so far. Now, look you, " and here again 
the speaker's manner changed with his shifting 
mood, "if ever again you venture to address me 
as yonr feiher, or to boast of me as such, I will 
have you turned out neck and crop ; but as Mr. 
Kichard Yorke, my guest, yon will be welcome 
at Crompion, so long as we two suit each other ; 
only beware, young Sir, that you tell 
I shall soon get rid of you on these te 
tiuued l^e Squire, with a chuckle ; "i 



truth must be as difficult to you, considering the 
stock you come of, as dancing on the tighi^rope. 
Your mother, indeed, was a first-rate rope-dancer 
in th&t way, and I rarely caught her tripping ; 
but you — " 

"Sir," interrupted the young man, passionate- 
ly, " is this your hospitabty f " 

"Trne, lad, true, " answered the Squire, good- 
humoredly; "1 hsd intended to have forgotten 
Madam Yorke's existence. Well, Sir, what are 
you ? — what do you do, I mean, for a livelihood 
— beside ' night- watching?'" 

"I am a landscape-painter. Sir." 

"UmphI" granted Carew, contemptnously ; 
" you don't get f^t on that pasture, X reckon. 
Have you never done any thing else ?" 

For a single instant the young man hesitated 
to reply; then answered, " Never. " 

" ¥ou are quite sure of that ?" inquired the 
other, suspicion si V. 

"Quite sure."' 

"Good! Here, come with me." 

Ills host led the way along an ample corridor, 
hung with tall pictures of their common ances- 
tors, and opened the door of another bedroom. 
It was of a vast size ; and even when the Squire 
had lit the candles upon tlie mantle-piece, and 
those which clustered on either side of the great 
pier-glass, the darkness did but give place lo a 
sort of shining gloom ; the cause of this strange 
effect was the peculiarity of the furniture; the 
walls were of bog-oak, relieved, like those of a 
ball-room, by silver sconces ; the chairs were of 
the same material. The curiosity of the room 
was, however, the bedstead ; this was of an im- 
mcnee size, and adorned above with ostrich 
fealJiers, which gave it the appearance of a fu- 
neral car ; the pillars were of solid ebony, as 
were also the carved head and foot boards ; it 
was hung with crimson damask curtains, trimmed 
with gold br^d ; and upon its coverlet of purple 
silk lay a quilt of Brussels point lace of exqnisite 

"I will have your traps brought in here," said 
Carew, throwing away the end of his cigar, and 
drawing from his pocket a heap of filberts; "it 
will be more convenient. You will find a room 
through yonder door, where yon can sit and 
paint to your heart's content," 

"You lodge me so splendidly. Sir, that I shall 
feel like Christopher Sly," observed the young 
fellow, gratefully. 

" Ay, sly enough, I'll warrant," returned the 
Squire, who had just cracked a nut and found it 
aliad one. "That's ISred in the Bone with you, 
I reckon. Loolc yonder!" As he spoke, aporce- 
lain vase clock upon the chimney-piece struck 
the half hour, and a ^t serpent sprang from the 
pedestal, showing its feng, which was set in brill- 
iants. " That's my serpent clock, which always 
remmds me of Madam, your mother, and the 
more so, because it goes for a twelremonth, 
which was just the time she and I went in dou- 
ble harness. Bnt here are your clothes, and you 
must be quick in getting into tbem, for we dine 
sharp at Orompton.— Watson, go to my man, and 
bid him fetch a red coat for this gentleman. — 
I You'll hear the gong, Mr. Yorke, file minutes 
before dinner is served." And with a careless 
nod to his guest, and a whistle to his foni-footed 
companion, Carew sauntered off. 

The young man would have given much to 
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have Iiail half on liour at his dispoeal to think 
over the events of the last few minutes, and lo 
reflect upon hh present position ; but there was 
tto time to lose, if he would ayoid giving um- 
brage to his hOBt hj being late. He therefore 
dressed in haste, and before the first note of the 
gong was heard was fully equipped. If the 
Squire, in iotroducing Mm to iMs splendid lodg- 
ing, had had it in his mind to oi-ercome him by 
a more eshibitioa of magnificence, the design 
had failed; it was only Yorke's ardstic sense 
that had been impressed; the fact was that the 
jonng fellow was of that character on whom su- 
peiiorily of any sort has small effect; while in 
the present case tlie signs of wealth about him 
gave him self-confidence, rather than any feeling 
of inferiority ; insomuch as he con^dered him- 
self "by lights," as (he Squire had said, the heir 
of all he saw, and by no means despaired of be- 



_ is scarlet 

dered at that he reflect^ complacently that, so 
&ras pei'Eonal appearance went, he was not like- 
ly to find n superior in imy of the company he 
was about to meet. A handsomer young fellow 
had indeed never answered the importunate sum- 
mons of the Crompton gong. 

He hod no ditlicntty about finding his way to 
tiie drawing-room, for a stream of red-coaled 
guests was already setting ihither from their re- 
spective chambers, and he entered it with iheu 
anannoanccd. lliis was the only apartment in 
the house which did not bear traces of mischiev- 
ous damage, because, as on the present occasion, 
it was used for exactly five minutes every even- 
ing, and at no other time whatever. After din- 
ner the Sqniie's guests invariably adjourned to 
the billiard-table or the library, and the yellow 
iJmwing-room was lell alone in its magnificence. 
This ne^ecled apartment had probably excited 
more envy in the female mind than any at 
Crompton, aldiough there were draw!ng.rooms 
galore there, as well as one or two snch exquisite 
boudoirs as might have tempted a nun from ber 
convent. It was a burning shame, said the ma- 
trons of Br^neckshire, that the finest room in 
the connty should not have a lawful mistress to 
grace it ; and it was not their dult (as has been 
liinted) that that deficiency had not been sup- 
plied. It was really a splendid room, not divid- 
ed in any way, as is usual with rooms of soch 
vast extent, but compi ehending every deiciiption 
of architectural i agaiy — bay-windows, in each 
of which half a dozen persons might sit and 
moie, and lecesses where as many could en- 
sconce ibemielvBS, without thdr presence being 
dreamed of by the occupants of the central 

At present, however, the fiood of light that 
poured from chandelier and bracket, and flashed 
upon [he gorgeous furniture and on the red coats 
of the guests, seemed to forbid concealment, and 
certainly afforded a splendid spectacle— a diplo- 
matic reception, or a fancy-ball, could for brill- 
iancy scarcely have exceeded it, though the par- 
allel went no farther; for, with all this pomp and 
circumstance, there was not the slightest trace 
of ceremCTiy. New gaests, like Yorke himself, 
flocked in, and stood ]tnd stared, or paraded the 
room : while the less recent arrivals laughed and 
chatted together noisily, with their backs to the 



fires— of which there were no less than three 
alight — or lolled at full length npon the damask 
sofas. These persons were not, upon the whole, 
of an arislocralic type ; many of thfeni, indeed, 
were of good birth, and all had taken file usaai 
pains with their costume, hut a fife of dissipation 
had set its vulgarizing mark on Ibem: on the 
seniors the pallid and exhansted look of the rotU 
was indeed rarely seen — country air and rough 
exercise had forbidden that — but drink and hard 
Hvmg had written their autographs upon them 
in another and worse handwriting. Blotches and 
pimples had indeed so erased their original fike- 
ness to gentlemen that it was even whispered by 
the scandalous that it was to prevent tbe con- 
fusion with his menials, that must needs have 
otherwise arisen, that the Squire of Crompton 
compelled his guests to wear red coats. The 
habitues Of llie place, who were the contcmpora- 
lies of the Sqtdre, had, as it were, gone lo seed. 
But there was a sprinkling of a better class, or, 
at all events, of a class that had not as yet sunk 
so low as they in the mire of debauchery : a 
young lord or two in their minority, whom thdr 
parents or guardians could not coerce into keep- 
ing better company ; and Other young gentlemen 
of fashion, in whose eyes Carew was ' ' A devil- 
ish good fellow at bottom;" "Quite a character, 
by Jove!" and "A sort of man to know." 
Among these last was Mr. Frederick Chandos, 
who had so lately got among the chrysanthe- 
mums with his gig-wheels, and Mr. Theodore 
Fane, his bosom friend, who always sat beside 
him on his driving-seat, and,^n return for shar- 
ing his perils, was reported to have the whip. 
hand of him. Nor was old age itself without its 
representative in the person of Mr. Byam Kyll, 
once a master of fox-hounds, now a pauperized 
gourmand, who, in consideration of his coarse 
wit and " gentlemen's stories," was permitted to 
have the mn of his teeth at Crompton. This 
FalstafF lo the Squire's l*rtnce Hal was a rotund 
and portly man, like Ms great prototype, but sin- 
gularly handsome. Hia smile was winning yet, 
and, in spite of his load of years and &t, he still 
considered himself agreeable to the fair sex. 

For this information and much more, respect- 
ing the chaiacter of his fellow-guests, Yorke was 
' ignlar personage, who had 
1 him as " Farson Whyra- 
}w knew to be the Squire's 
._a :.i..- proud of 
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present who wore a black 
coat, and he had a gi'ave voice and insinuating 
manner, which realty did smack something of 
the pulpit. 

"Mr. Yorke," said he, blandly, "I make no 
apology for introducing myself to you ; Carew 
and I have been just having a talk about yon, 
and he has no secrets from his ghostly adviser. 
1 take your hand with pleasure. I seem to feel 
it is (he flesh and blood of my best friend. Soon- 
er or later, mark me, he wilt oivn as mnch, and, 
be sure, no effort of mine shall he wanting to in- 
sure so desirable a consummation." 

Yorke flushed with pleasnre, not at the hon- 
eyed terms, nor the ([ood-wiU they evidenced, but 
at the news itself— the fact of his father having 
revealed their relationship to him seemed so full 
of promise — and yet he resented the man's pro- 
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ressions, tlie audacity of ivliich seemed certaial; 
to implj that he was taken for a iboL 

"1 am erne, Mr. Whjmper," Baid he, stiffly, 
" I onght to be gi^ai'y obliged to you." 

" Hush ! Not Mr. Whymper, if jon please, 
for that's a flue hero. Every bodj at CnnnptoQ 
calls me 'ParEon.' Obliged, Sir! Not at all. 
It is onl; nutural that, being what I am, I should 
wish you well. The law, it is true, has decided 
against your legitimacy, but the Church is bound 
to thick otherwise. In my eyes jou are the 
Squire's only son" — here he made a whispering- 
trumpet of his brawny hands, and added with 
great significance — " and heir." 

" I see," said Yorke, smihng in spite of Lim- 
ficlf. 

" Of course you do ; did you think I was tri- 
ffing with your intelligence? 1 tell you that it 
is ^qaite on the cards that you may recover yoar 
lost position, and regain what is morally your 
owo again. Carew is delighted with, you, not 
so much becauso you saved his stags as because 
you fought such a good battle with him by the 
Decoy Pond. He has been consulting me pro- 
fessionally as to whether it would be contrary to 
the tables of affinity to have another set-to with 
you. I am sorry my reply was in the negative, 
for, now I look at you, I do believe you would 
have thrashed him ; but I was so afraid of his 
getting the better of you, ^hich might have 
rained yonr fortunes." 

Kichard could only repeat his thanks for the 
good clergj'man's kindness. "Too know no- 
body here, I suppose," observed the latter, "and, 
with a iew exceptions, which 1 will name to you, 
that is not of much consequence. It is a shift- 
ing lot ; they are here to-day and gone to-mor- 
row, as says the Scripture, and I wish they were 
all going to-morrow except Byam Byll. That's 
old Byam yonder, with the paunch and his 
hands behind him; he has nowhere else to put 
them, poor fellow." And here Parson Whymper 
bundled into biography as aforesaid. 

The clock on the chimney-piece, on which the 
two were leaning, broke in upon the divine's 
scarcely less dulcet accents with its silver qoar- 

"Thisisthe first time, " said Whymper, "that 
I have ever known yonr father late ; and to you 
belongs the honor of having caused him to trans- 
gress his own immutable itile." 

Wliile he was yet speaking a hunting-horn 
was blown in the hall beneath, and the whole 
company turned en matte, like a field of poppies 
before a sudden wind, to the door where Carew 
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The host himself led the way down staiis ; 
while the rear of the party was brought up by 
Mr. Whyjnper, to whom Torke attached himself. 

When they reached the dining-room, and he- 
fore they took their seats at the ample table, the 
chaplain, with sonorous voice, gai-e a view hol- 
loa 1 which was the Crompton grace. 

"It is very distressing to me to hare to act 
in this way," whispered he to his young friend, 
whose countenance betrayed oonaderable aston- 
isbmenti "hot it is the custom of the house; 



and, after all, there is no great barm in it. D4 
iiiinmia nim curat lex, you know. " 

"That does not hold good with respect to the 
law of affiliation, parson," observed Mr. Byam 
Byll, who sat on the other aide of him, " if, at 
least, I have not foi^otten my Burns.'' 

"I always understood that Burns had very 
loose views upon such matters," returned the 
chaplain, demurely. 

"My dear parson, yoor remark is like that 
excellent condiment which I wish I cotild see at 
this otherwise well-provided table — caviare lo the 
multitnde. Why is it not furnished? You have 
only to say the word." Here he addressed him- 
self [0 Yorte: "This worthy divine who sits nt 
the bottom of the table, young gentleman, and 
who has neglected his duty ia not having intro- 
duced us, is all-powerful here ; and we all en- 
deavor to make friends of him ; nor is that cir- 
cumstance, it is whispered, (he only respect in 
whieli he i-csembles the mammon of unright- 

A shadow of annoyance crossed the parson's 
smiling face. 

"Mr. Slichard YorIcc,"said he, "this is Jtr, 
Byam Ryl!, our unlicensed jester. " 

" The parson, on the contrary," retorted the 
other, with twinkling eyes, "ia our Vice, and 
gives himself every license. What is the mat- 
ter with Carew to-night? He looks glum. I 
dare say he has been eating greens and bacon 
at some farm-house, and is now regretting the 
circumstance. He has no moral courage, poor 
fellow, and knows not how to deny his appe- 

" You never did such awasteful thing in your 
life, Byam, 111 wam.nt," said the parson, smil- 
ing ! " and yet some say tliat you have been a 
profligate." 

"I know it," replied the gourmand, shaking 
his head ; " and I forgive them. They call mo a 
slave !o my slomaeh ; if it bo so, I at'lenst servo 
a master of some capacity, which is not the case 
with every body." 

' ' You are saying something about me, you big 
fiit man," cried Carew, from the other end of the 
table, and his voice had a very unpleasant grasp 
in it. "Come, out with it!" 

" If oar venerable fliend does not stoop to de- 
ception, "whispered the parson into Yorke's ear, 
"he will now find himself in an ugly hole." 

"I was observing that you did not eat your 
lamperns, Squire," said the stout gentleman, 
" and remarked that you were in no mint of a 
feeder." 

"What's a feeder?" retnmed the host, ill- 
temperediy. "If it's a bib, you'U soon want one 
yourself, for, egad, you're getting near j-our sec- 
ond childhood!" 

" It mnst have been my plumpness and inno- 
cence which suggested that idea," responded the 
other, smiling. "But if yon have never known 
a feeder, you have missed a great advantage, 
Squire. Wlien you dine with my Lord Mayor 
the question is- always asked. Will you hare a 
feeder, or will you not ? If yon say ' Yes, ' you 
pay your half-guinea, and get him. He is gen- 
erally a grave old gentleman like myself, and 
much resembles a beneficed clergynian. Ho 
stands behind your chair throughout the feast, 
and delicately Bu^:e9ts what it is best for you to 
eat, to drink, and to avoid. 'No; no salmon,' ha 
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E, if j'ou have hail turbot slready ; mid, 
'Naw, a gW of Buipindy, if you please. Sir;' 
or, ' Jtfbio, n glass of sherry.' If an -indigestible 
or ill-compounded enfr^eis handed, lie will whiE- 
per ; ' So, Sir : neiflier now nor never, ' with quite 
an outburst of honest indigna^on; nor wiU tie 
suffer yon to lake Grojere cheese, nor port with 
your Slilton. The consequence is, that the next 
morning yon feel as lively as though you hud not 
feasted on the previous evening, and convinced 
that you made a good investment of yonr half- 
guinea in securing his services. If there was 
n feeder at Cranpton," concluded the old gour- 
mand, eighing, and with a, hypocritical look, ' ' it 
wonld be a boon to some of you young fellows, 
and might produce a healthy and devout old age. " 
"Tliat'sagooiione!" "Welldone, Byaml" 
\mi on t beat that ! ". resounded from all 
E des, fo u h were the terms in which the gal- 
leiy at C ompton expressed th^r approbation, 
nhehe of man or beast; but Mr. Frederick 
Chand and a few oth^s, inclusive of Mr. Tho- 
odo B Itane kept a dignified silence, as over a 
joke la B as beyond tlicir capadties— they re- 
eerred tl en high approval fM "gentlemen's sto- 
nes only. As for the grim Squire, for whom 
alone the narrative had been sened and gar- 
nished, at so very short a notice, he observed 
upon it, that " when he had used up old Byam'fl 
brains he sliould now have the leiis scnipte in 
turning him outn^-doors, inasmnch as it seemed 
there was a profession in town that was just suit- 
How wondrous is the power of naked wealth — 
of the more money ! Simply because he had a 
large rent-roll, this mad Carew could find not 
only companions of his own calibre — reckless 
good-for-naughts, or dull debauchees— bat could 
tommand graybejird experience, wit, the art of 
pleasing, in one inan; and in aootEier (what ho 
was not less destitute of, and needed mors), poli- 
tic management and common-sense. We do not 
say, as the Sqnire himself sometimes did, when in 
a good-hamor with his two satellites, that Pprson 
Whymper and Byam Kyil had more brains in 
their little lingers than all his other friends had 
in thdr whole bodies, bat it was certain ^at, 
even when drunk, Aey were wiser than the oth- 
ers when sober; the one had astnteness enough 
for a great statesman (or what has passed for 
«uch in England) to hold the most discordant 
elements together, and to make what is rotten 
seem almost sound ; and, indeed, without his 
Chaplin's destrons skidding, Carew would long 
ago have in'etrievably lost social caste, and dis- 
sipated his vast means to the last shilling. On 
the other hand, Byam Ryll was pfled with even 
ntrer qualities ; he was essentially a nian of mark 
and character, and might have made his fortune 
In any pursuit by his own wits ; but his fortune 
liad iJeen ready-made when he came of age, and 
he had occupied himself very agreeably instead 
in getting through it, in which he had quite 
succeeded. Parson Whymper, who had never 
known what it was to have a ten-pound note to 
call his own, was now no worse off than he. 
They would both have frankly owned, had they 
been asked, that they detested work of any kind. 
Yet the chaplain had almost as much business or 
ills hands Bs the bursal of a great college, in the 
administration of Tarow's affairs, besides filling 
ea office whi*h was hy no means a sinecure, in 



that of his master of the cei'emouies. Many a 
rudeness in that house would have been bitterly 
avenged, and many a qnairel would have had a 
serious termination, but for the good offices of 
Parson Whymper. Nor would Mr. Byam Ryll 
have been considered by every body lo earn an 
easy livelihood in making jests out of eveiy 
occasion, to tickle the fancy of a dull-witted 
audience and of a patron, as often as not, mo- 
rose ; yet the flesh-pots of Egypt had attracted 
botli these men to the Squire's service, their 
poverty as well as their will consenting; and in 
exchange for meat and drink, and lodging of 
the best, they had sold themselves info slavery. 
Upon the whole, they were well disposed to one 
another ; the bond of inlelligence united them 
against the rich " roughs" with whom they had 
to deal ; they tilted together, side by side, aganst 
the canaille ; yet each, from the bitter conscioos- 
ness of his own degradation, look pleasure in the 
humiliation or discomfiture of the other, at the 
rude hands of their common master. 

"Profession, "said Chandos, in reply to Ca- 
rew's last remark ; " gad, your ancient friend is 
lucky to have found one in these days. They 
tell me that no young gentleman can now get his 
living without answering questions, writing down 
things, dramng maps, and passing — What the 
deuce do they caL them?" 

"Hanged if /know," said the Squire. "Ask 
Byam ; he knows every thing." 

"I say, Mr. Byam," drawled the young man, 
somewhat insoleDlly, but without being aware 
that he was addressing a stranger by his Chris- 
tian name, "Carew says you know ei-eiy thing. 
What is it that a gentleman is now obliged to go 
throngh before he can get any of these snug 
things one used to get for the asking? What is 
the confounded thing one has to pass?" 

' ' Master," answered Ejll, derisively, as though 

Carew laughed aloud. The nearer a retort 
approached to a practical joke, provided it was 
not at his own expense, the better he liked it. 

" What did the old beggar say ?" inquired Mr. 
Frederick Chandos, his feir face crimson with 

' ' He asked for the mustard ; he didn't hear 
you," answered the Squire, mischievously; "ho 
never does hear a fellow who lisps," 

"laskedyou, Mr. Byam," repeated the young 
man with tipsy giarity, "what is the name of 

"Tlie name of the gentleman on my left, Mr, 
Chandos, is Kyll, and not Byam— except to his 
"'"'""""" friends," interposed the chaplain; "and 












That's it," said the young man, slapping the 
table, and forgetting both his mistake and his 
anger in the unaccustomed acqaisition of an idea. 
"Competitive examination is what they call iti 
Well, yon know, there was my yonng brother— ^ 
confound himi — looking to me to pay his bills; 
and, in fitct, having nothing to live npon, poor 
devil, except what I gave him. So, of course. 






"Very nataral," assented Carew. "For my 
part, I could never sea what younger brothers 
were bom for." 

"Yon'd see it less if you had one to keep," 
cnntimied Chandos. " In old times, now, I could 

have got Jack something warm and snug under 



so 
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in the colonies ; and so I should 
uovr, but for one ibing-^thut he had to pass one 
of these carsed examinations fii'sC. However, 
as it had lo l>e done, and as Jack, according to 
bis 'Ovm account, was as much out of form for 
one as another of them, I recommended him to 
try bis luclt for something in India ; for as long 
as you can keep a fellow on the other side of the 
world he can't dun you — not to hurt; it ain't 
like comine and caUing Mmselfi and you needn't 
read his letters unless you like. Well, ' India 
be it,' says Jack; 'thatsaa good a phice as an- 
other;' though, in my opinion, he never expect- 
ed to go there. He thought he had no chance 
whatever of pulling through, and so did I, for 
13ie fact is. Jack is a bora fool." 

."Did you say he was jour brother, or only 
your half-brother?" inquired Mr. Byara Kyll, 
with an appearance of great interest. 

"My very own broker. Sir," replied the un- 
conscious Chandos, flattered to find such atten- 
tion paid to him; "and a9 like W me as one 
Ihimble, I mean as one pea, is to another. Well, 
the strange thing is, the deace alone knows how 
it happened, but Jack got ihroagh." Here he 
took a bumper of port, as though in honor of 
that occasion. "It's a perfect marvel, but the 
best thing for Urn (as well as for me) in the 
world. Nobody ever went out under better aa- 
gpices, for the governor of Bengal is our cousin, 
and Jack was to school with his private sec. : it's 
a first-rate connection. Our family has been 
connected nith India for ever so long. Ill tell 
you how." 

"It isamost admirable connection, "observed 
Mr. ByamByll; " an^ the whole circumstances 
of the case will, I have no doubt, be interesting 
in the highest degree to the natives of Bengal. 
Your brother should embody ihem in a neat 
speech, and deliver it from the deck of the sCeam- 
erbefore he lands." 

It is probable that Mr. Frederick Chandos 
would have so far misunderstood the nature of 
this observation as to have accepted it as a com- 
pliment had not Carevr burst into a series of wild 
kughs, which betokened high approval, and was 
one of hia few tokens of enjoyment. He had 
evinced unmistakable signs of discontent and 
boredom before his intellectual henchman had 
thus struck in on his behalf; and he was reaDy 
gratified for the rescue. Chandos was mutter- 
ing some drunken words of insolence and anger ; 
but Carew bdre him down. 

"Pooh, poohl OldByamwas right!" cried 
he, with boisterous mirth. " I dare say ail that 
long story of yours mag interest those black fel- 
lows ; but for me I care nothing about it It's 
all rubbish Be qnet you voung f ol I say; 
it's loo early et fbr bufiiils H re b ng the 
beaker." 

This waa a mcgn ficent tankard the pnile of 
Crompton, wh ch, at the conclus on of dinner, 
was always filled with port w ne end paSEied 
round the tab e It vas lined i% th s er gilt, 
but made of ivorv and had a co er of tne same, 
both finely oaiTcd. On the bowl was portrayed 
a Forest Scene, with Satyrs pursuing Nymphs; 
on the lid was the Battle of the Centaurs ; while 
the stem was formed by a sculptured figure of 
Heroules. If the artist, Magnus Berg, who had 
fashioned it long ego in his own Rhine Land, 
had had foresight of the Bort of company inlc 



whose hands his work was in these days lo pass 
he could not hare hit upon more apt devices. 
His Satyrs and his Centaurs had here their rep- 
resentatives in Ihe flesh ; while the thews end 
sinews of the son of Alcmene had their counter- 
part in those of tlie man who now stood up at 
the head of that splendid table, and drank such 
a draught as though the port were porter. It 
was a teat to hold it with one hand, and there- 
fore Carew did so ; but to empty it at a dranght 
was, even for him, an impossihilitj, for it held 
three bottles of wine. Though the^uire could 
be acquitted of entertaining reverence for any 
thing human or divine, he had a sort of supersti- 
tious regard for his beaker, and believed that so 
long as he had it in his possession— like the " Luck 
of Eden HftU" — no great harm could happen to 
him. lie attached all the importance of a relig- 
ious ceremony— and, indeed, it was the only one 
he practiced — to the using of this goblet, and re. 
seated any levity during the process as though it 
were sacrilege. But to stand up after dinner, 
and much less to support this elaborate drinking- 
vessel, was not always an easy matter with the 
Squire's guests, and so it happened on the pres- 
ent occasion. The usage was, that one held the 
cover while his- neighlir drank from the cup, 
afler a ceremonious bow to him ; end it fell to 
tiie lot of Mr. Erederick Chandos to perform this 
latter duty immediately after his host, and while 
there was still much wine in the goblet. Un- 
certiun as to his footing, and trembling with ir- 
ritation, as well as with ilie weight of his burden, 
he hesitated to drink. Perhaps, in his already 
wine-muddled briun, he had some vague idea of 
passing the vessel on, and thereby showing his 
displeasure; but, at all events, the hesitation 
was unfortunate for him, for, with a fiei-ce ejacu- 
lation of impatience, Carew ciammed the great 
cover on the young man's head, which, like the 
helmet of Otranto, came down over nose and chin. 
Maddened with the insnlt, Chandos dashed the 
contents of the goblet into what ho thought was 
the Squire's face, hut which was indeed the white 
cravat and waistcoat of his opposite n^hbor ; 
and then b^an a scene that Smollett alone could 
have described or Hogarth painted. It was as 
though a concerted signal had been given for a 
free fight among all the Squiie's guests. The 
one art that was practiced among them was that 
of boxing, and almost every man present had a 
neat Way of hitting Out with one hand Or the 
other, which he believed to be unique, and the 
effect of which he was most curious to observe. 
The less skillful with their flsis used any other 
weapons that came handy. The dessert service 
of Dresden porcelain, elaborately enameled with 
views of the chief towns of Germany, had once 
been the marriage portion of a princess, and was 
justly held to.be one of the rarest treasures of 
Crompton; but it was no more i-espected now 
than if it had furnished forth the table of Pirith- 
ous. The plates skimmed about like quoits, and 
all the board became a wreck of glass and china. 
Above the clamor and the fighting could be heard 
Carew'fl strident voice demanding his beakei-, 
pouring animaginable anathemas against any one 
who should do it damage, and threatening to un- 
niQizle and bring in bis bear. The servants, not 
unused to such mnd tumults, gathered in a mass 
at the doorway, and awaited with equanimity the 
sulisidenco of iho storm among their betters. 1( 
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cnme at lust, nnd found the scene of contest not 
GiilikeaGhipaflersborffl — ihe decks oil but elean 
Gwcpt, and the crew fwho had broken into the 
spiril^-room) exhauslea. 

Richard yorke, who, ivilh his two neighbors, 
had talcen no part in the afTray beyond defend- 
ing himself from blows or missiles, was even 
more astonished at Che general gaod-humor that 
now succeeded tlmn at Ibe fracas ilself. If there 
had been a.ny bad blood among the combatants, 
it seemed to have been spilled, for there was now 
nothing bnt laughter and applansive drumming 
of fists upon the table. The company were as 
pleased with their own performance as the holi- 
day faces that greet with such exnberant joy the 
havoc upon the stage at pantomime time. The 
habituis of Crompton, indeed, were not unlike 
wild achool-bojs, with a Lord of Misrule for 
thmr master, and ' ' ^ve and take" for their one 
good precept. Nay, the rude outbreak bad even 
a. beneficial etFecl, for it cnt shore the or^e, which 
nugbt, and probably would, have otherwise been 
prtdonged for hours. There was no dissentient 
voice when Mr. Byam Ryll arose and observed, 
in demnre accents ; " Suppose, my dear friends, 
tb&t we join the ladies." 



CHAPTER VII. 



I TRtTST it will not be ima^ned, and far less 
hoped for, by any reader of Ibis sober narrative, 
that the phrase which concluded the last chapter 
implies that he or she is about lo be introduced 
lo bad company. The lair six. will not be with- 
out their representatiTea in our story, and that 
soon ; but they will not be such as blushed an- 
seen (if they blushed at all) in the bowers at 
Crompton. Mr. Ryll'a suggestion, " Let ns join 
the ladies," was only an elegant way he had, and 
which was well imderstood by his audience, of 
proposing an adjournment lo the biUiard-room, 
If that worthy old gentleman could be said to 
have had any source of income whatever, it was 
the billiard-table ; and hence it was tbot he was 
always ready to proceed thither. Nor had he 
boasted without reason, a, while ago, of bis pow- 
ers of self-denial, for he would often forego a 
glass of generous wine (when he felt that he had 
had enough), io order lo keep his hand steady 
tor the game at pool, which invariably Cook place 
at Crompton af^er dinner. His extreme obesity, 
though it deprived him of some advantages in 
the way of "reach," was, upon the whole, a ben- 
efit to Mm. His antagonists lost the sense of 
his superiority of skill in their enjoyment of the 
ridiculous and constmined poaCnres in which he 
was compelled to place himself, and he was well 
eontenC ta see them laugh and lose. None but 
a first-rate player could have held his own among 
that company, whose intelligence had been di- 
rected 10 this particular pursuit ibr most of their 
natural lives; and even "Tub Byll," as lliey 
called him, had to supplement his dexterity by oth- 
er means to make success secure. His liveliest 
sallies, his bitterest jests, were oil reserved for 
these occasions, so that mirth or anger was for- 
ever unstrin^ng the nerves of his competitors, 
and diminishing their chance of gain. It was 
difGeult to unstring the nerves of Parson Whym- 



r, who ran him very close in skill, and some- 
nes divided the spoil with bim^ but on the 
esent occasion he had a wordy weapon lo baifle 
en that foe. This consisted in constant allu- 
in to the latter's supposed reversionary interest 
the living at Crompton, the incumbent where- 
of was ancient and infirm, and which was in the 
_ , b's gift. Tliis piece of preferment was the 
object of the chaplain's dearest hopes, and the 
last subject he would have chosen to jest upon, 
especially in the presence of its patron. 

"Is he to have it, 'Squire, or is he not?" would 
be Tub Ryll's serious inquiry, just as it was the 
parson's turn to play on him, or, "Who backs 
the vicar elect ? — observations which seldom 
failed 10 cost that expectant divine aeoverdgn, 
for the play at the Hall table, although not so 
high as was going on in the Libraiy with those 
who patronized cards, was for considerable stakes. 
Carew, who enjoyed, above all things, this em- 
barrassing pieasanlry, would return an ambigu- 
ous reply, so that the problem remained without 
a solulion. But when the disgusted chaplain at 
lost threw up his cue, in a most nnusual fit of 
dudgeon, the Squire put Che question to the 
company, as a case of tjiurch preferment of 
which he was unwilling to take the sole respons- 
ibility. "The sum," be said, "which had been 
offered fo him for the next presentation would 
exactly defray tlie cost of his second pack of 
hounds, which bis chaplain himself had advised 
him Co put down ; so the point to be considered—" 
" The hounds, the hounds I" broke in this im- 
patient audience, amidst roars of laughter. And 
nobody knew better than poor Parson Whymper 
that this verdict would be more final than that 
of most other ecclesiastical synods, and that he 
had lost his prelerment. It was Carew's humor 
to taJte jest for earnest (as it was to turn into rid- 
icule what was serious), and to pretend Chat liis 
word was pledged Co decisions to which nobody 
else would have attached the slightest weight; 
it pleased him to feel that his lightest word was 
law, or perliaps it was a part of the savage ado- 
ration which he professed to pay to truth. 

Byam Eyll felt a genuine regret that he had 
poshed matters so far, though Whymper him- 
self was to btame for having shown temper, and 
thereby precipitated the catastrophe. But he 
did not p!ay the less skillfully on that account ; 
and, moreover, had no rival to divide the pool 
with him. 

"I would give five pounds if somebody would 
beat him, "muttered the discontented parson with- 
in Yorke's hearing, who was standing aloof with 
his cigar watcinng the game. 

' ' 1 think I could," said the young man, quietly, 
" if I had five ponnds." 

As the pool was two pounds, and the lives 
were one, this was exactly the amount of pecun- 
iary risk to be ran, and which want of the neces- 
sary funds had alone prevented the young man 
from incurring. 

" Here is a fiver," replied the parson, soMy. 

" But I really have no money," remonstrated 

Yorke, though his fine face lit up for a moment 

with delight (for he was a gambler to the core), 

" nor any expectation of—" 

"Yes, yes; yon have expectations enough," 
answered the other, hurriedly. ' ' You may give 
me that living yet yourself— who knows ? Take 
a. ball, man— take a ball." 
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So, when another gamo commenced, iJie joung 
landscape-paJntBr, who had spent at least as 
mnch of his short life at those boards of green 
cioth called "public Cables" as in studying tlie 
lerdaat lines of nature, made one of ie com- 
batants, and not a little astonished them bj his 
performance. He had the eye of a hawk, with 
the litheness of a joung panther; and his pru- 
dence during the lace debiittch had preeerved his 
atendinesE of hand. Mr. Theodore Fane bad the 
misfortune to he his immediate predecessor, and 
was "potted" at long distances. 

"By Joval" exclaimed he, sulkily, upon los- 



learned to plaj pool like that,." 

"I have," reCnmed Yorlie, wifliout moting a 
muscle, and preparing to stiile ag:ain. "You 
will come to do the same, if jou play much at 
this game— -but your sad end will not be protracts 
ed. You will starve to death with considerable 
rapidity." 

"My dear Mr. Torke," said Byam Ryll, ap- 

'-[gly, "you hare won my heart, though I 

[Stord to let you ivin my sovereigns ; I like 



provingly, ' 



f, IH 



" Unless — " said Yorke. 

"Unless what?" inquired Ryll, as he made 
his stroke at Yorke's ball, which was quite safe, 
and grazed it with his own, iiihich, gliding off 
another ball, found its way into a pocket. Tor 
once, he had really allowed himself to be "put 
off" his aim. 

"Unless you commit suicide," replied the 
young fellow, smiling. "I was about to warn 
you of the danger of that kiss. " 

" Yoa are woiw than a highway i-obber, young 
Sir," said the annoyed old gentleman, 

"That's frne," returned Yorke, "for I take 
your money and your ' life.' " 

The young fellow repaid his loan that night, 
besides putting half a dozen sovereigns intji his 
own pocket ; and there was other fruit from that 



Carew was delighted with his son's skill, 
though his wit was somewhat wasted on him. 
"Why the dence did you not play in the first 
game?" said he, when the party broke up to ad- 
journ Co the hazard-table. "1 suppose it was 
yonr confounded cunning" (and here his face 
grew dark, as though with some recollection of 
the past) ; ' ' you wanted to see how they played 
before yoa pitted yourself against them — did 
yon ? How like, how like ! " 

' ' I had no money, Sir, nntil Parson Whjm- 
per lent me some." 

"Oh, that was it— was it ?" said the Squire. 
"Well, well, that was noC your fault, lad, nor 
shall it he mine— here, catch," and out of his 
breeches-pocket he took a roll of crumpled notes 
and flung them at him ; then suddenly turned 
upon his heels, with what sounded like a mut- 
tered execration at his own folly, 

Yorke did not risk this unexpected treasure on 
the chances of the dice, but retired to his own 
room. IC was a dnin^ chamber, as we have 
said, and offered in its appointments a cnrious 
contrast to his late sleeping-room in the keeper's 
lodge. He opened the door of communication 
to which the Squire had referred, and found him- 
self in a sort of boudoir, tn which, as in his own 
room, a good fire was burning. By the lover of 



art-furniture, this latter apartment would have 
been pronounced a perfect gem, Hci'o also evevv 
article was of el>ony, and flashed hack the bins'e 
from the red coals like dusky mirrors. Yorke 
lit Che candles — huge waxen ones, snch as the 
pious soni in peril sees in his mind's eye, and 
promises Co his saint — and looked around him 
with curiosity. Like the little Marchioness of 
Mr. Richard SwireDer, be had never seen such 
things, "except in shops;" or rather, he had 
seen single specimens of snch exposed in win- 
dows of great furniture warehouses, rather as a 
wonder and a show than with any hope to tempt 
a purchaser. On one hand sCood an ebony cab- 
inet, elahorately carved with fmic and flowers; 
it was divided into three parts, and their shut 
doors faced with plale-glass gave it the appear- 
ance of a tripartite altar with its sacred lire kin- 
dled. A casket almost aa large glowed close bo- 
side it, enriched with fignras and landscapes, and 
with shining locks and hinges, as he afterward 
discovered, of solid gold. A iMiot-case of the 
same precious wood was filled with volumes 
bound in scarlet — all ITrench novels, superbly if 
not very decorously illustrated. But the article 
which astonished the new tenant of this chamber 
most was che ebony escritoire that occupied its 
centre, with every thing set ont for ornament or 
use that is seen on a lady's writing- Cable. It 
was impossible that such nick-nacks as he there 
beheld could be intended for male nsp, and still 
less for such men as were the Squire's guests. 
Did Chis ctiamber and its neighbor apartment 
usually own a female proprietress? and if so, 
why was hi placed Chere? This idea by no 
means alarmed the yotmg landscape-painter, who 
had no more iiianvaise AoBte, nor dislike to ad- 
leutures of gallantry, than Gil Bias de Santil- 
Jane, He sat down at the escritoire, and, taking 
up a gilt pen with a ridiculous silk tassel, b^n 
a letter Co the same person to whom that day he 
had already dispatched a missive ; but this time 
it was not so brief: the day of brilliant dies and 
illuminated addresses had not as yet set in, so he 
wrote at the lop of the little scented shoot, in a 
bold free hand, the woi'd Crompton 1 and put a 
note of admiracion after it. Had yon seen his 
face as he did so, yoa would have said iC was a 
noCe of triumph. 

"Mr BEAR Mother,— Fesi, mdi, -iiid — I 
have come, I have seen him, and I am at all 
events tolerated. The perilous moment was 
when I told him who I was. He said he was 
half disposed to set his bull-dog at me, but he 
didn't; on the contrary, he at once bid me 
exchange my bachelor's quarters for the two 
chambers I aC present occupy, and which remind 
me of the Arabian Nighls. I have never seen 
any thing hke them ; tiie fumiCoi'e of both is of 
ebony ; but the most curious part of the affair is, 
that they are evidently designed for a lady. Im- 
agine your Richard sleeping under a coverlet of 
real Brussels lacel Every thing in the house, 
however, is magnificent, or was so once, before 
it was damaged by barbarous revel. Such orgies 
as I have witnessed to-night would seam incred- 
ible, if I wrote them; the Modern Mdaiffht Ea- 
tertaimnent of old Hogarth will sapply yon with 
the dramatis persona ; buC the splendor of the 
surroundings immensely heightened the effect of 
it ail. Carew and bis friends might have sat for 
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Alaiic and his Goths cnrousing nmiiJsi the wreck 
of ihe art treasures of Rome. Nothing that he 
has affords him any satiE&Ction ; though, if it is 
of great cost, Chaplain Whymper tells me that 
he derives a motnentary pleasure &om its willful 
damage. This man and one other are the only 
persona of intelligence about Carcw ; but even 
they have no influence with him that can be de- 
pended on. If madness were always hereditary 
indeed, 1 might consider myself doomed. You 
were right there, I own ; hut yon must needs al- 
low that in undertaking this adventure contrary 
to your advice I have effected something. The 
chaplain is already specaladng upon my fatnre 
fortanes, and he knows his patron hetter than 
noy body; at all events, if I am turned out of 
doors to-morrow (which I am aware is quite on 
the cards), I shall have three hundi-ed pounds in 
my pocket, which Carevv, with a 'Catch that,' 
threw me in notes, exactly as yon throw a chick- 
en-bone to Dandi/ as he sits on bis hind-legs, 
Hiongh I did not ' beg* for them, I do assure you. 
The immediate cause of my being invited hither 
was as follows [here the writer described his ex- 
ploit with the stags]. This, with our match at 
fisticuffs by moonUght, had greatly inclined Ca- 
rew to favor me ; yet, when the disclosure of my 
identity was made, I thought for a moment all 
my pains were lost. He resented the intrusion 
exceedingly; but then he had himself invited me 
to be his guest ; and he holds his word as good 
as his bond. Indeed, by what the chaplain tells 
me, it wiU soon be held something better, for 
even his vast estate is crumbling away, acre by 
acre, beneath the load of lavish eTcpcndituie it 
bxa to boar. There must be much, however, at 
the worst, to be picked up among the d£bris of 
such a fortune. 

" I am aware that it is in the last degree im- 
probable that Carew will bo persuaded to rnnka a 
nill in imy body's favor at present. He imag- 
ines, I think, that the whole world is made for 
his sole enjoyment— it almost might be so, for all 
he sees to the contrary — and never dreams that he 
will die. But it is also cert^n that he will die 
early ; and more than hkely that he will come to 
giief, when he has lost his nerve, in one or other 
of the mad exploits which he will be too proud 
to discontinue. Then will your Richard become 
the most assiduous and painstaking of nurses 
that ever humored crack-br^ned patient. But 
there ! I have made a dozen programmes of what 
is to happen, and ttiis is but a specimen. Who 
can tell? I may be heir of Crompton yet, or I 
maycomebackto you to-morrow like a bad pen- 
ny, and with what the vulgar desciibe as a flea in 

" It will not surprise you to learn that yon are 
personally held in great disfavor here, though the 
chaplain (who has heard nil from the Squire's 
lips) speaks of you with due respect. The last 
thing that is desired at Crompton is, of course, 
the return of its lawful mistress. Carew him- 
self is very hitter against you, which is doubtless 
owing to the good offices of grandmamma. The 
clock has just struct four, which bids me close 
this letter, though of all the Squire's gaests, to 
judge by the wrangling that is going on in the 
Libraiy below stairs, the first to retire will be 
your affectionate son, Richard Yohke. 

"P.S. — I forgot to say that Carew made the 
most pointed inquiries as to whetlier I had any 



other profession than that of landscape-painting. 
Would it not be strangely comical if he should 
bestir himself to get roe some Civil appointment 1 
I almost iancied he must have been thinking of 
doing so, from some scraps of talk I heard him 
let fall at dinner. Curiously enough, by-the-by, 
who should have been sitting at his right-hand, 
but Fi-ederick Chandos, Jack's brother ! ' Good 
Heaven !' {you will say), ' suppose it had been 
Jack himself;' hovrever, it was not," 
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NoTwiTHSTANDrNG tho lafo hour wl 
Yorke retired to his sumptuous Couch he as 
up the next morning betimes. He as estless 
and eager to explore llie splendors of the ho se 
that had been so nearly his inheritance, for t 
was not without a stubborn contest that the law 
had deprived him of what he still believed to be 
his rights. Nor had Crompton, in his eyes (as 
we have hinted), only the interest of Might-have- 
been ; it bad that of Mlght-be also. If not ab- 
solutely sanguine, he was certainly far from hope- 
less of fortune making him that great amends ; 
at all events, while the opportunity was aflbrded 
him, which he well knew might be lost forever 
by his own imprudence, or through the caprice 
of another, he resolved not to n^lect it. It was 
broad daylight, yet not a Eool was stirring in all 
the stately pkce; nothing but the echo of his 
own loolsteps, as he trod the corridor, and en- 
tered the great Picture-gallery, met his attentive 
ear. The coUection of old masters at Crompton 
was varied and valuable; he could have spent 
hours among them with infinite pleasure, if the 
intoxicating thought that they all might be one 
day his own had not been present to mar their 
charms. He regarded them less as an admiring 
disciple, or a connoisseur, than as an appraiser. 
The homely life-scenes of Jan Stein, the saintly 
creations of Paul Veronese, the warmth of En- 
bens, and the stateliness of Vandyck, were all 
measured by one standard— that of price. The 
contents of this one room alone, thonght he, 
"represent no moderate fortune." 

When his eye strayed to the tall windows, and 
rested on the wooded acres which owned in mad 
Carew a nominal master, the beauty of dale and 
upland touched him not at all. "I wonder 
now," sighed he, "how much of this is dipped?" 
It was a good sign, he thought, that in one room 
be found a cabinet containing no less th^ fifty 
antique cameos ; for, if the pressure of pecunia- 
ry difSculty had really begim to be severe, the 
Squire would surely have parted with what must 
have been in his view useless lumber, and was so 
easily convertible into cash. The Library of- 
fered a strange spectacle: chairs thrown down, 
and broken glasses, bore witness to the wildness 
of last night's revel ; the splendid carpet was 
strewn with the ends and ashes of cigars, and 
with pacts of cards ; and on the table, scratched 
in idl directions by the sharp spius of fighting- 
cocks, still lay the dice and caster. The atmos- 
phere was so heavy with the fumes of wine and 
smoke that Yorke was glad to escape from it, 
through a half-opened window, into the morning 
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How bright and frejii it wns! Hoiv much 
there was of bracing enjoyraenl, of wholesome 
gaj-ety, in the mere breaih of it ; how much of 
invigomting delight in the mere aght of the giit- 
tering turf, the beaded trees, to which the hoar- 
frost had lent its jewels 1 But such cheap luxn- 
ries are not only nnknown to chose who axe sleep- 
ing off their debauch of the past night during tbe 
brightest hours of the day; tbey are also lost 
upon these who rise early iu the morning, lo fol- 
low the strong drink of greed and emious expect- 
ation. Richard Yorfce enjoyed them not, save 
that he felt his Innge play more freely. A conple 
of gardeners were at wort upon the lawn, of one 
of whom he asked the way to the stables, the re- 
port of the completeness and perfection of which 
had often reached him. The.houae and its fur- 
niture—nay, the house and its inmates — were of 
less consequence in the Squire's eyes than the 
arrangements of his loose-boxes. The old dynaS' 
ty of Houyhnhnms was re-established at Cromp- 
ton ; the Horse bare sway, or was at least held 
in higher account than the Human. The Horse, 
the Hound, the Pheasant, the Bag-fox, and, fifth- 
ly, Man, were there the gradations of rant ; and 
a, compound bwng— half man, half brute— was, 
by a not unparalleled freak of iortmle, the master 
of all. CaJew had never fed his mares with hu- 
man flesh, but there was a legend that he had 
rubbed a friend over with anise-seed, and offered 
that dainty morsel lo his dogs. The victim was 
snatched away again, however, by some officious 
underling, who juslilied hia interference upon 
the ground that the honnds would have been 
spoiled by such an indulgence ; and the Squire 
had pardoned him. This was one of the stones 
about the Master of Crompton which divided tlie 
country into those who believed it and those 
tvho did not i but Walter Grange had told it to 
Richard as a characteristic tact. 

The stables were indeed a marvel, not only of 
cleanliness and comfort, bnt, if it had been pos- 
sible by any arts of daintiness to make them cox- 
combs, such would Carew's horses have become. 
They had looking-ghisses in their own glossy 
coats, and yet it was not well for one of them to 
be an especial favorite with its master, fbr it 
more than once happened that ho would ride 
such so often and so long that it fell nnder him, 
killed with kindness, overwhelmed with his op- 
pressive favor. On such occasions, if the Squire 
happened to have been as devoted as usual to his 
brandy flask, he would shed copious tears, which 
many instanced as a proof that he was neither 
selflsh nor cold-hearted. 

The kennels were of vast proportions, hedged 
in by high palisades, through the interstices of 
which many a black muiile now protruded, 
eniffing like ill-tempered women, or uttering 
shrill whines of despair. As Yorke, with his 
hands buried in his pockets, for they vrere cold, 
though his head was too well provided with clus- 
tering hair to be conscious of the absence of a 
hat, was contemplating this spectacle with cyn- 
ical arauBement, up strode the chaplmn, whole- 
Bome and ruddy-looking. 

" Ton are up betimes — as Crompton hon 
—Mr. Yorke ; I hope snch good habits wi 
be nndermined by evil associations. How I envy 
jou your constitution, to be able to face this 
November mist with a bare head !" 
"Hay, parson," rejoined the young 



"yoa must have risen early yourself to know 
that there was a mist. It's clear enough now all 
round. I suppose our impatient friends yon- 
der,"pointing to the kennel, where all the dogs, 
hearing the ch^ilain's voice, were now in full 
chorus, "will have their wiJl this morning?" 

"Yesj it b this pack's turn to hnnt. " 
I wish, for your sate, Mr. Whymper, that 
there was only one pack, " obseiTed Yorke, with 
good-natured eamesmeas. 

"Ah, you are referring to that foolish talk 
ahont the living last night. Poor Eyil is quite 
broken-hearted about it this morning; and, in 
(act, he did do me an ill turn, though, I am sure, 
without intending it. It is the misfortune of a 
professed wit— and especially of a poor one — that 
"-- -;an not affovd to be silent." 

Yoa take it more good-humoredly than I 
should,"said Yorke. "I should be iuclinedlo 
charge something for a joke made at my own ex- 
pense, where the loss was so considerable." 

"You don't look of a very revengeful dis- 
position, neither," returned the chaplain, crit^ 

"I have never experienced the feeling of re- 
venge," answered the young man, frankly ; " but 
I know what it is to feel wronged, and I ^nk it 
is lucky that it is the law, and not an individual, 
that has done me the mischief — one can't have 
a vendetta against the law, you know. But, if 
it were a man, ay, though he were my own flesh 
and blood, he should pay tor it— yes, sevenfold. 
I would not put up with injustice from any hu- 
man being; and where I could, if thelaw would 
not help me, I would right mya^ with the strong 

It was curious to see the effect which this ob- 
jectless passion wrought upon the young man's 
face, and even figure. His lithe limbs seemed 
to grow rigid ; his right hand 'was clenched con- 
vulsively ; his handsome Spanish eonntenance 
was lit up with a sort of dusky glow. 

"My dear young friend," said the chaplain, 
quietly, " my profession, perhaps, ought to sug- 
gest to me some serious ailments against the 
disposition which you so unmistakably evince; 
but I will conSne myself to saying that sneh a 
temper as yours is not to be kept for nothing. It 
is only men in 'your father's position who can 
indulge themselves in such a luxury, I do assure 
you. Youll come to grief with it some day. " 

Yorke laughed, good-humoredly. "What 
must be, will be. Let us hope there will be no 
occasion tor the display of my flre-works. I 
suppose, what with his two packs of hounds and 
the rest of it, even my &.ther will be brought to 
behave himself demnrely, sooner or later." 

"I should like to see Carew demm'e," said the 
chaphdn, smiling; "although not reduced to 
that state by the extremities of poverty. Yes, 
as you say, he added, in a graver tone, " the 
pace at which he has been going these twenty- 
years has begun to tell on his fortime. But it is 
not the dogs that will ruin him (as they ruined 
poor Ryll, with his few thousands), nor yet his 
hunters. It is his race-horses on the Downs 
yonder that will bring him to his piece of bread." 

"I suppose so," said Yorke, sighing, not so 
much on Carew's account as on his own; "he 
backs a horse because it is his own. That is his 
confounded egotism." 

"Your tie of relationship, Mr, Torke, does 
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not, I perceive, make you blind to jonv father's 
foibles." 

"Why ehould it?" rejoined the yonng man, 
passional*!)-. ' ' Am I to feel grateful to him for 
begetting me ? What has he dose to make me 
feel that I owe him aught? Do jon suppose 
I thank hint ior being admitted here, unacknowl- 
edged, oninviledin my own proper person ? For 
being permitted to take my fill at the common 
trough along with hia dmnken swine?" 

"Nay, my friend," interposed the chaplain, 
coldly; "the food and wine are of the best; 
and me shoidd never scoff at good rictual. If 
yon have so proud a fltomach, why are you hero ? 
It embarrasses you to answcrthe question. Let 
ire, then, sliape the j^ply. 'I have a sense of 
my own dignity, ' yon would say, ' tar keener 
than that of my father's flatterers and favorites ; 
but, on the otlier hand, I humiliate myself for a 
much greater stake.' " 

"I humiliatB myself?" reiterated tlie yoimg 
man, angrily. 

"YoH take money that is not very gracefuily 
offered tor your acceptance, my young fiiend," 
Biud the chaplain, quietly. 

"You saw him, did you?" cried Eichard, 
hoarse with shame and passion. 

"No; I did not; but I heard him swearing 
at you at the baiard-table for having emptied 
his pockets ; and I am familiar with his mode 
of bestowing presents. Ton must forgive me, 
Mr. Yorke, " added Parson Whymper, dryly ; 
" but you ought to know that when a man has 
lost his own self-respeci, he is naturally averse 
to the profession of independence in another." 

"If you deem yourself a dependent, Mr. 
Chaplain," replied Yorke, bitterly, "you still 
permit yonrself some fraultness. " 

"Yes ; that is one of the few virtues which 
are practiced at Crompton. Yoa will find me 
speak the truth." 

There was irony in Parson Wliymper's tone ; 
and yet the young man felt that he »as not the 
subject of its cynicism. Was it possible that 
this hard-drinking, hard-riding, hard-headed di- 
vine was scornful of himself, and of his own de- 
graded position ? Yorke did not credit him with 
any sudi line feeling. He had read of Swift at 
Temple's, and conld understand the great Dean's 
bitterness against a shallow master and hia inso- 
lent guests, but that a man should become despi- 
cable to himself, was an intelligible to him. 

"Of course," continued the chaplain, smiling 
at his evident bewilderment, " I could hare been 
as smooth -spoken aa you please, my young 
friend ; but I had estimated your good sense 
highly to endeavor to conciliate you by such 

"1 thank yon, " sdd Yoi'to, thoughtfully, 
hope you wore right there ; I am sure at least 
that from your mouth 1 could hear home truths, 
which from another's would be very unpalatable. 
You are good enough to speak as though you 
would wish as to be friends. I am going to ask 
yoci, therefore, to do ma a favor." 

"I will do any thing that lies in my power; 
but do not, fbr your own sake, press me lo influ- 
ence your &ther — " 

"No, no; it is not that,"broke in the other, 
hastily. "It lies with yourself to grant my re- 
quest. I wish to hear from yon the true story 
of Careiv's mariisige ivilh my mother." 



"The (™8 story f" echoed Parson Whymper. 
" Nay ; I can not vonch for being possessed of 
that. I have only heard it from your grand- 
mother : the counsel for the prosecution is scarce- 
ly a reliable authority for the liicts of a case." 

"And I have only heard the defense," said 
Yorke, " Let me now, for the first time, know 
what was urged upon the other side, and so 
weightily," the yonng man gloomily added, " that 
it made my mother an outcast, and myself a dis- 
graced and penniless lad. You see, I know ex- 
actly what was the end of it all, so do not fear to 
shock me." 

" There can be no disgrace where one has not 
one's self to blame," ui^^ the chaplain. 

"You think so?" broke in the other, bitterly. 
" What ! not when one's mother is to blame, for 
instance? Well, please begin. " 

"I had much rather not," said the chaplain. 
"It would be much better fbr you to get the 
newspaper report of the case-— I can tell yon the 
exact date — and read both pro and con." 

"No report was ever published, Mr. Whym- 
per ; the case was heard with closed doors, or 
suppressed by Carew's influence. So much, per- 
haps — to judge by your face— the better tor me." 

"I think it would be better for you not to 
hear it, even now, Mr. Yorke," relumed the 
chaplain, not without a touch of tendemesa in 
his tone. " But, if you insist upon it, come to 
my private room, and let ds breakfast together 
firet, then we will have the stoiy over our cigars." 

Accordingly, the two repaired to the apart- 
ment in question— ft very snug one, on the 
ground-floor, but so strewn with documents and 
letters that it resembled a lawyer's sanctum. 
The morning meal — which, in the host's case, 
consisted of a game-pie and a tankard of strong 
ale— having been here dispatched, and their ci- 
gars lighted, Parson Whymper began as follows : 



e been in the ai 



nof 1: 



that Carew finally left school — the public school 
of Harton. He got into some difficnities with 
the authorities — refused, I believe, to apologize 
for some misdemeanor — so that he had to he 
privately withdrawn — " 

"I beg your pardon there," remarked Yorke, 
hastily. "He was expelled, aa I happen to 
know for certain." 

"Very litely,"said the chaplain, slowly ex- 
pelling the smoke from his lips; "indeed, I 
shoidd say most likely. But remember mine ia 
professedly an ex parte statement. Mrs. Carew 
— I mean Mrs. Carew the elder— is solely re- 
sponsible fbr it. Of course, she softened down 
the facts against her son, and I have no doubt 
made compensation for so doing by highly color- 
ing the offenses of her daughter-in-law. I lold 
yon, you would not like the sfoiy. Is it still 
jour wish that I should proceed with itf" 

"Yes, ye3,"said Yorke; "go on. I was a 
fool to interrupt yon. " But the chaplain noticed 
that the young man held his open palm before 
his face, nnder pretense of shielding it from the 
fire, and that his cheeks giew scarlet as the lala 



" Carew was not seventeen then, when he left 
school for the house of a gentleman of the name 
of llardcastle, in Berkshire, as his private pnpil. 
It was understood that he was to have bis partic- 
ular care and attention, but not his exclusive 
services. Thaie ^^■ere one or Iwii other pupils — 
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; but Mr. 



rather queer ones, ns it ivi 
HardcastJe advertised in tin 
of position, bnt negiected education — young 
lows, in sliort, who liad proved unmanageablt 
home— and undertook to reform tJiem by his sys- 
tem. It was no wonder, then, that Carew found 
some stiaage companions. The strangest of ali, 
however, under the circnmstances, was sorely the 
■"""*""'" ~'"«e, Miss Hardcaatle herself." 



that this young lady, being possMsed of great 
physical advantages, should have been the last 
person selected by Mr. Hardcaatle as his hotise- 
keeper, and the companion of his pnpils, and the 
more so since be was well aware, as it afterward 
turned out, that she had already succeeded in 
victimizing (such was Mrs. Carew's expression) 
one of these very lads. That was joara ago, it is 
trne ; and it might well he imagined that a lady 
of the mature age of five-and-thirty might have 
ontlived her charms ; but in her particular case 
this was not so. Miss Hardcasde, as slie was 
called, was still very beautifnl, high-spirited, and 
oD excellent horsewoman. She was also — if that 
had been necessary to obtain her purpose — well- 
read and accomplished. Being clever, good' 
looking, and not easily shocked, however, she was 
more than competent to secnre the affections of 
joung Carew. She was, nevertheless, as I have 
said, literally old enough to be his mother ; and 
the idea of ihe nfiatr having been a love-match, 
in the usual sense of the expression, was simply 
pi-eposlerouB. That Miss Hardcastle was bet- 
self of this opinion seems evident from her hav- 
ing enjoined secrecy upon her youthful bride- 
groom. Ther lived together as man and wife, 
under Mr. Hardcastie's roof, for near six months 
before their marriage H-as proclaimed. Then 
young Mrs. Carew look a bold step : she per- 
suaded her husband to bring her to his house, 
under the roof of which his mother was then re- 
dding. But they did not come (as one might 
have imagined) in the fashion of two runaway 
lovers, who seek forgiveness for Iheiy youthful 
ardor with penitence and submission. The 
bridegroom was full of wild mirth at having at 
last done something seriously to astonish the 
world. He was fond of his mother, after his 
own fashion ; but so far from entreating her for- 
giveness, he did not even perceive any particular 
necessity ibv conciliation. The bride was full of 
triumph ; she had not risked much, and she had 
won a great stake. It would have been better 
for her could she have borne her success with 
more modesty. Her mother-in-law was trans- 
ported with rage, which she was too wise to ex- 
hibit. She knew her son far better than his new 
wife did ; and she felt that opposition was for 
the present hopeless ; bnt she took counsel with 
her son's gouilian, and bided her tune. It came 
at last, though very slowly. Carew was devoted 
to his spouse for a whole twelvemonth — a longer 
lime than youth and beanty combined have ever 
enthralled him since. Even when her tender 
tones— for she had the sweetest voice that ever 
woman possessed — failed lo tbrill him, and her 
queenly form to charm, he would probably not 
have consented to take part against her, but for 
her own imprudence. She lost her temper with 
him upon a matter where it is difScult fbr the 
wisest of her sex to keep it: she grew jealous. '* 



"Without cause?" inquired Yorke, gloomily. 
His cigar had gone out, though he still held it 
between his white lips. 

" No ; not without cause. That is a point, I 
fancy, about which mv informant had her rea-i 
sons for not being explicit. " 

"What!" cried the young man, indignantly. 
"She threw some one in her son's way, to divect 
his attention fr m hi lawful wife ?" 

"P haps I can say for certain. I am not 
defend ngh M T ke; bnt remember, she 
loved h Sh b held him a victim to au 

artful m n H w not in her eyes as he is 
inmn dpehp n yours. He had, she 
nrgn d p b 1 f good, an affectionate and 

ttus f 1 n re h w the best parii in the 
count and h d hosen his tutor's niece — a wo- 
man old enough to have borne him. Besides, 
she was not his lawful wife. The dowager had 
secretly taken legal opinion upon that matter, and 
was only waiting for an opportunity to teal it. It 
was essentia] for this that her son should desire 
his own freedom ; and at last he did so. I have 
told you the occasion. In the whulwind of her 
wrath, your mother told Carew some home 
truths; above all, let him know she despised 
him, and had inveigled him into marriage. He 
had no other name for her, henceforth, but Sei- 

" I know," said Yorke. "Goon." 
It was within two months of your birth that 
this quarrel took place. Had you been born, 
and especially here at Orompton, I think tie 
rupture would never have happened. Your 
grandmother feit that too, and did her utmost to 
precipitate matters, and, as you know, she was 
successful. Her daughter-in-law was compelled 
leave the honse, and an action was commenced 
an ecclesiastical court. The validity of the 
marriage was contested on the ground of undue 
publication of the bans, both parties hai-ing a 
knowledge of the fkct. I am a parson, ycm 
know, and this bit of law lies in my way. The 
bride appeared in the register as spinster, where- 
as she was the widow of an old pupil of her nn. 
ele's, whose surname yon bear. It was not an 
easy victory by any means. The judge of tlie 
Consistory Court held that the inaccuracy in 
question was insufficient to invalidate tlie cere- 
mony ; bnt Carew, or rather your grandmother, 
app^ed to the Court of Arches, and got the de- 
cision reversed. The marriage was therefore 
declared null and void. Very hard lines it was 
for you, Mr. Yorke ; and — and that's iJie whole 

"I thank you," said the young man, gravely, 
can easily imagine that it might have been 
told by other lips in harsher terms. " 

They were silent for full a minute, Yorke busy- 
ing himself witli the titles of the documents npon 
the table, written out in the chaplidn's sprawling 

Your mother must be a most remarkable 
lan, " observed the latter, thoughtfully. " Is 
she still young-looking for her age ?" 

" Yes ; yery. What a queer docket is here ! 
TIaMim. Sefv^ed.' Whatdoes thatmeon?" 
" It is an application from one Ti'evethick. an 
in-keeper, to purchase a disused mine at Gothin, 
n the west coast of Cornwall, which Oarew has 
declined. Two thousand ponnds was offered on 
the nail, a sum far beyond its valua ; but it is one 
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of bis crnaes that his property there is very val- 
oabte, and it'sevitlent that this Trevethick thinks 
so too — whereas it is only pictureaqoe. For 
grandear of position, Gethin Castle, or rather 
what is left of it, for it is a rain, is indeed un- 
eqnaled! You should take your sketch-hook 
down there, some day. May I ask, by-tho-by, 
are jott only an amateur in that way, or a pro- 
fessional ?" 

" I am an artist by profesrfon. I live by my 
pencil, save for what my mother allows me out 
of Carew's pittance. That is small enough, yon 
knovr. Hollo! there are the hounds coming 
round to the front I I suppose Careiv and the 
rest of tbem will soon be in the saddle ?" 

"And you have never made money by any 
other means?" pursued the chaplain, thought- 

' ■ Never. 'SVhy do yon ask ?" 

"Well, it seemed so strange that a iad like 
you should iind pm'chascrs for his works,'' re- 
turned the chaplain, carelessly. " The Mclure- 
galleiy here will be of servioa to yon, no doubt. " 

"Yes. I shall get my education at Cromp- 
ton, if I get nothing else," said Yorte; "and 
indeed, as I have no desire to peril my neck ont 
hunting, I shall set to work at once. Good- 
morning, Mr. Chaplain, and many thanks." And 
with a nod and a smile, the young man left Ihe 

Parson Whymper looked after him with a 
grave face. "1 wonder whether Fane was 
right," he muttered, "He seemed quite posi- 
tive; though, 'lis true, he owed him a grudge 
for potting him at pool. Tliere was something 
wrong in that young fellow's face as he said 
'Never,' when I asked him that question as to 
whether he gained money by other means. If 
he lied, the lying must have come from the mo- 
ther's side. That woman must be a marvel. 
Well, I'm sorry, for I should have liked Richard 
Yorke to have had his chance here." 



It was the evening of the day after Yorlie had 
listened to liis own biography, and night had 
long fallen upon the shivering woods of Cromp- 
ton i the rain fell heavily also upon roof and 
flky-light with thud and splash. It was a wretch- 
ed night, even in town, where man has sought 
out so many inventions %o defy foul weather and 
the powers of darkness. The waste-pipes could 
not carry otF the wat«r from the houses fast 
enough, choke and gui^le as they would ; the 
contents of the gutters overjlowed tho streets; 
and wherever the gas-lights shone was reflected 
a damp glimmer. In a large room on the gronnd- 
floorof Itupert Street, Bloom sbury, sat a woman 
writing, and undisturbed by the dull beating of 
the rain without. She often raised her head, in- 
termitted her occnpatjon, and appeared to lislen; 
bat it was to the voices of her Fast tliat she was 
giving heed, and not to the ceaseless patter of 
&e rain. What power they have with us, those 
voices I While they speak to us we hear no- 
thing else ; we know of nothing that is taking 
place j there is no Present at all ; we are living 
our lives agiuii. If purely, so much tho better 



for us ; if vilely, viciously, tliCie is no end to the 
contaminating association. It is to escape this 
tliat some men work, and others pray. Tho 
furniture of the room was peculiar to the neigh- 
borhood ; massive, yet cheap. It had been good 
once I but long betbre it came into the hanSt of 
her who now owned it. There was Ihe round 
bulging looking-glass ; the side-board was adapt- 
ed for quite a mngnificent show of plate and 
tankards — only there were none; a horse-hair 
sofa, from which you would have seen the intes- 
tines protruding had it not been fur the contin- 
uous gloom. If the sun ever visited Rnpert 
Street, it shone on the other side of the way. 
On the mantel-piece were two of those huge 
shells in which the tropic deep is ever murmur- 
ing. Who that has taken lodgings in London 
does not know them ? Who has not sometimes 
forgotten the commonplaces of his life in listen- 
ing to those cold hfolcas lips ? If you take them 
np on their own tropic shore, they will Icll you 
of the lOar of London streets. 

There were two articles in the room, however, 
which were peculiar to itself The one was a 
skull— to all appearance, the same as all 
other skulls, the virtue of which has gone out of 
them, though it had once belonged to no common 
The second object could stilt less be termed 
lament than the first, although it was a 
1. It depicted a woman of fiightfnl as- 
pect, having but one eye, and a hare-lip; she 
is standing up, and appeared to be declaiming 
dictating ; while an old cripple, at a table be- 
side her, took down her words in writing. If you 
had gone all over the rest of the house — and it 
i, large one— you would have fbonil nothing 
remarkable, or which did not smack ot 
I was, indeed, nolhmg but a 
lod^ng-house, and the room we have de'cnbed 
ivas the private apartment of its mistress She 
might consult her own private taste, she consid- 
ered, in her own room, else the skull and the 
picture occasionally rather shocked " the dainti- 
er sense" of the new lodgers, to whom the land- 
lady gave audience in this apartment. She is as 
little like a lodging-house keeper, to look at, as 
can be imagined. Her cheeks are firm and 
fresU-colored, her teeth white and shining, hei- 
eyes quite blight, and her hands plump. To one 
who knows her age, as we do — she is flfty-thi-ee 
' looks like an old woman who has foond 
s secret of perpetaal youth, but has kept it 
for her own nse, as, in such a case, eveiy wo- 
lan probably would do. There is only one piece 
F deception in her appearance ; her black hair, 
hich clusters over her forehead lite a ^rl's, is 
dyed of that color : it is in r(^ity as white as 
low. By lamp-light, as you see her now, she 
Ight be a woman of ^ve-and-twenty, penning a 
letter to her love. But she is, in fact, writing to 
; for it is Mrs. Yorke. Writing to him, 
thinking of him, surely, when she frowns 
, and leans back in her chair ivith that 
menacing and angry look. No ; her anger is 
not directed against him, although he has left 
her and home, long since, upon an adventure of, 
which she disapproved. 

" You will gain nothing for yourself, Richard," 
s her warning; "and, perhaps, may wreck 
in my scanty fortunes." Bnt, as we know, her 
I had taken his own way (as he was wont to 
do), and had so far prospered. She was wriling 
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a reply to the letter she had received from him 
from Crompton that lery morning, and the task 
was one that naturally ecoked Eonie bitter mem- 

" So he put him in the etiony chainfier, did 
he?" they ran on. "Ay, that was wj room 
once. What a pretty chime that serpent-clock 
had ; and how often have I heard it in the early 
morning as I lay ihei'e — ^loiia ! If it had not 
heen for that hateful womaji, I might have been 
listening to it now ! He seems as mad as ever, 
by Dick's account, and, I do not doubt, as brutal 
and as eeltish ! And yet it was lie that suffered, 
he that was wronged, he that was to be pitied! 
Hie wife was the adventuress, forsooth I who de- 
served all she goL Oh, these meii, these men, 
Ihat treat na as they please, because they are so 
enre of sympathy, even from onr felloW'Slares 

She bent again to her occupation, but only for 
a minute. "All this is labor in vain, Dick," 
muttered she, laying down her pen; "the luck 
is gone both from you and from me. If I were 
thirty years younger, indeed, and might have my 
chance ouce more, I would tame your father yet. 
I ought to have beaten his meek-faced mother 
out of doors ,' I ought to have trained his bold- 
eyed girl to work my will with him. She should 
Lave been my accomplice, and not hers ; but, 
now, what boots it [Imt old age has spared me? 
Yonder is the only woman 1" — she looked toward 
Ihepicture— "whohasfounda wayto win man- 
kind, save as their t«y. My reign has been lon- 
ger than that of most ; but it is over. " Slie rose, 
and, holding up die tamp, surveyed herself, with 
a mocking face, in tlie round glass. " And this 
was once Jane Hardcastle, was it? TMi was 
her face, and (Si) ber figure! Ko drunkard, 
staggering home throngli such a night as this, 
could take me for her now ! She had wits t«o ; 
and better for me had I lost them with all the 
rest ; (hen I should not have the sense to be so 
bitter! What a future she must oiice have had 
beforeher, if she had but known what men were 
made of! It is only when loo late that such wo- 
men discover what they hare missed. This mad 
Carew was rinder to a flash of these bright eyes ; 
and the fool Yorte, except in his wild creeds, as 
pliant as a hazel twig. I used to think yonder 
woman was an idiot; because she believed in a 
plaee of tonnent i but she was right there. Yes, 
Joanna," she continued, apostrophizing the pic- 
ture, "I'm compelled to confess that you are 
right; for, being in bell, it is idle to denyils ex- 
She placed the lamp once more upon the lable, 
yet did not seat herself beside it, but walked hast- 
ily np and down the room. " To be yoang no 
more, lo be poor and powerless, 10 hate no hope 
in this world nor belief in a better, to have lost 
even belief in one's self— is not that to be in Ge- 
henna ? I am punished for mj sins, men say. 
Hypocrites! liars! Why is he not punished? 
Why is he prend, and streng, and prosperens ? 
Sins ? If Judgment-day should come to-mor- 
row, my soul would be as pure as snow beside 
thatman'sl ay, and beside most men's.' Joan- 
na here knew thai— I suppose by inspiration ; 
for how else should site ? What's that ?" 

Amidst the pelting of the rain, which had in- 
creased witjiin the iMt few hours rather than di- 
minished, the pulling of the house-bell could be 



heard. Mrs. Torke drew forth her w.ilch^a 
jeweled trinket of exquisite beauty, one of llie 
few relics of her palmy time. "I'asttnidaight," 
she murmured, "and all the lodgers are within. 
Who can it be?" 

The bell pealed forth again. 

She went into the ball, where the gas was 
burning, and unlocked the door. At the same 
time somebody Hung himself violently against it, 
b\!t the chain was up. 

"Who is it?" inquired she; and it was 
strange, at such a moment, to hear how very 
soft and musically she apoIvO, although, when 
talking Ut herself a while ago, her tones had been 
harsh and bitter as her mood. 

" It is I, mother, " returned the voice from out- 
She unhitched the chain and let him in. "I 
knew it would be so, Dick," said she, quietly. 

liichard n^as pale and haggard, and shone 
from head to foot with the rain, which poured 
oii' his water-proof coat in streams. 

" You were right, mother," said he, as he 
kissed her cheek. "No reproaches. Let mo 
have food and fire. " 

She brought him socks and slippers, made a 
cheerful bhize, and set cold meat and spirits upon 
the table. 

He ate voraciously, and drank his hot brandy- 
and-water, while Mrs. Yorke worked busily at 
an antimacassar, in silence. 

"You are not disappointed at seeing me, 
that's one thing, mother?" 

"No. Head that." She pushed across to him 
the letter she had been wilting to him (hat even< 
ing. and pointed to this sentence: "You have 
my good wishes, but not my hopes — I have no 
hopes. I shall be suiprised if I do not have you 
back again before tlie week is out." 

"Jnst so," said the young man, cynically.. 
" You have tiio pleasure, then, which your dear 
friend Joanna theve never enjoyed, of seeing 
your own prophecy accomplished ; and I, for my 
part, have three hundred pounds to solace my- 
self with for what has certainly been a disap- 
pointment. " 

"I am glad you are so philosophic, Dick. It 
is the best thing we can be, if we can't be relig- 
ious. How did it all happen?" 

"I scarcely know the plot (for there was a 
plot), but only the diRouement. I had offended 
a certain Mr. Fane, toady-in-otdinary to Ered- 
eriek Chandos." 

" Ah 1" cried Mrs. Yorke, shaking her head. 

"Yes; yon were right again, mother, there— 
the whole affair is a tribute to your sagacity, it 
you will only permit me to narrate it lo yoo. I 
say that this feUovr Fane, when walking with his 
patron's brother, stupid Jack, had me poinied 
out to him in town one day as the man who had 
' pulled him through,' as he called it. Can you 
imagine how even such a fool as he could have 
been so mad ? It was an act of suicide, which, 
so fiir as I know, fools never commit. Wdl, 
Fane was pretty certain of the identjty of your 
humble servant, which he was, moreover, anx- 
ious to establish, because I had beaten him at 
pool, and given him the rough side of my 
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Bichard laughed, and lighted a cigar. 

"Wall, sometimea, mother, the most prudent 
of ua arecanied away by onr own genius. I iiin 
told that even you, for instance, lost j'onr temper 
npon a ceitain occasion down at Croniptoii — ■ 
gave a .' piece of your mind' to my father, which, 
it seems, he took as a sample of tlie whole of it. 
There, don't be angry : the prorocation, it must 
be allowed, was in your case greater than mine ; 
but then you pique yourself on your self-control ! 
However, this jane <!id hate me, and told the 
chaplain of his suspicions ,' the good parson was 
my friend, however, and all might have gone 
well, bnt for this oaf — this idiot Jack — coming 
down to Carew's in person. He could never get 
any coin out of ' Fred,' it appears, by letter ; or, 
perhaps, he couldn't 'write! But there he was 
in the big drawiug-rooin when I went in last 
ntght, am! Cafew saw his jaw drop at the sight 
of me. He had not the sense to shut it even 
afterward, though I told him he had made a 
mistake, and gave him every chance. I conld 
have persuaded him, indeed, out of his own iden- 
tity—and much more mine — only that he ap- 
pealed to Fane ; and then the game was up. It 
would have made me laugh bad I not been so 
savage. Carew turned us both out of the house 
together. His love of truth would not permit 
him, it fceraa, to harbor us. So Jack and I 
went to the inn, played icarUull night, and part- 
ed the best of fiiends this morning. But I'll be 
even with that fellow Fane— yes ; by Heaven, I 
will, if it's a score of years hence I" 

Perhaps the light satiric lone which the young 
man had used throughout his narrative was little 
in accordance with the feelings which really agi- 
tated him ; but, at all events, his last few words 
were full of malignant passion. 

"Be even, Uiek, by all means, with every 
body," observed Mrs. Yoi-ke, coolly, "hut do 
not indulge yourself in revenge. Kevenge is like 
a game at battledoor, wherein one can never tell 
who will have the last hit." 

"At the same time, it is one of those few lux- 
urica which those who have least to lose can best 
afford, " said Richard, wifli the Mr of a moral- 

"It is not cheap, however, even to them," re- 
turned Mrs. Yorke, still busy with her anlinrn- 
cassar. "It may cost one one's life, for in- 

"And what then?" inquired Richard, care- 

"Nobody knows 'what ihen,' Dick. Onr 
fanatic yonder had one opinion ; our philosopher 
there" — she pointed to the skull — "another. 
Both of them know by this time, and yet can not 
lell us. It is the one caae where the experience 
of others can not benefit ourselves. " 

This subject had no charms for Richard. 
When we are what is vulgarly called "in fhe 
sulks," and displeased (if we were to own it) 
with the system of nniversal government in this 
world, the nexl seems of but little importance. 
'ITiere may be a miscarriage of justice (that is, a 
thwarting of our particular wishes) even there. 
Perhaps Mrs. Yorke was aware that her eon's 
clouded face did not portend religious or meta- 
physical specolation, for she abruptly changed 
the subject. 

"And what are yon going to do, Dick, now 
tliat this Crompton plan has failed ?" 



He did not answer, but stood with his back to 
the fire, moodily stroking his silken mustache. 
"Richard" — she rose, and placed her pliunp 
and upon his shou' ' ' " ' 

, that I ask a favor 

>dosc 

Chandos." 

He kughcd, as he had kugbed before, in bitter 
fashion, "Why notf It was fifty pounds 
down; and apparently no risk: that is, no risk 
from the law, which has omitted to provide for 
the contingency. Next to being above the law 
is sorely to be ahead of it. Besides, I am really 
a public benefactor. Without my help, the slate 
would already have been deprived of the services 
offouryounggentlemen, all of excellent familieB. 
Of course, such a calling has its disadvantages. 
It is very difficult to obtain clieitta. The oflfer of 
one's valuable assistance is liable lo be declined 
uncivilly — it requires the talents of a diplomatist 
to convey it without offense — atill, 1 possess those 
talents. Again, undoubtedly the profession is in 
itsetf temporary, can never be permanent ; hut 
then, has not nature especially &vored me for it, 
after my mother's model? Shall I not be aboy 
at forty, and blooming at fifty-three ? The idea 
of you being fifly-thrae, mother!" 

As they stood together side by side it seemed, 
indeed, impossible that this young man could be 
her son, far less the offspring of her middle age. 
She smiled npon him sadly, patting his hand- 
" cheek. "And is my Richard so full- 
grown a man, "said she, "aa to flatter, and not 
grant ?" It was impossible to imagine a more 
insome voice, or a more tender tone. 
"Nay, mother; I will promise, if you please," 
id the young fellow, kissing her. ' ' And now, 
t us divide this Crompton spoil together. " He 
pulled out his pm'se, and counted the contents. 
"There is Carew's three hundred, a few pounds 
^ won at pool, and dull Jack's I (! for twenty 
-worth, perhaps, five. Come, we two are parl^ 
irs in the game of life, you know, and must 
are alike." 

" No, Dick, no,"retumed his mother, tenderly ; 

it is enough for me to see you win." She shut 

e purse, and forced it back into his unwilling 

hand. ' ' Some day, I trust, you will sweep away 

great stake — though not as you gained this." 

" Ah, you mean an heiress I You think that 

every woman must needs fall in love with me, 

because you have done so, mother. " 

Ills rage and bitterness had vanished, as 
though by magic ; her tone and touch had spir- 
i them away. 

" Perhaps I do, dear. Go to bed, and dream 
one. You must be very tired. I ought not 
say that I am glad to see you back, Dick; 
yet how can I help it?" 



CHAPTER X. 



was one of the peculiarities of Jane Yorka 
she took but little sleep. The household 
had long retired, and she put the remains of her 
's meal away with her own hands, then sat 
vn by the fire, thinking. She had more sub- 
ject for thought than most women ; her life had 
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been eventful, her experience Etninge. We know 
wliat her second )msband — the man nho repn- 
diated her and her child — had been and was. 
Her first husband had been scarcely less remark- 
able. I,eonard Yorte was a young man of re- 
Epectable feniily, and of tolerable means. His 
parents were dead, and his relatives and himself 
had parted company early. They were sober, 
steady people, connected with the iron trade ; a 
ehare in their house of business at Birmingham, 
carried on in the name of his two uncles, whs the 
only tie between him and chem, save that of kin- 
ship. They were strong Unitarians, strong po- 
litical economists, strong in their rugged material 
fashion eveiy way. They did not know what to 
do with a nephew who was a reh'gious zealot, 
and thought all the world was out of joint ; and 
tbej had cbaracleristically sought fbr assistance 
in the advertising columns of the 7t>nes. Mr. 
Eardcastlo thei-ein proclaimed himself as having 
a specialty for the reduction and reform of in- 
tractable young gentlemen, and tliey had con- 
signed Leonard to his establishiaent. It was 
the best thing tliat they could think of— for they 
n'ece genuinely conscientious men — and they did 
not gmdge the money, though the tutor's terms 
were high. Jane was then a veiy young girl— 
ao young, indeed, that parents and guardians 
would scarcely hace taken alarm had they been 
an-are of her being beneath tlie same roof with 
their impressionable charges ; and she was child- 
ish-looking even for her tender years. Leonard 
Yorke, gentle and good-humored, was moved 
with "compassion t«waid the orphan gu-l, as 
guileless-eyed as a saint in a picture ; he pitied 
her po\-erty, and, still more, the worldly charac- 
ter of her uncle and her surroundings. She was 
wholly ignorant of the spiritual matteis which 
engrossed his being, and yet so willing to be 
taught She sat at his feet, and listened by the 
hour to the outpourings of his fervid zeal. If she 
did not understand them, she was in no worse 

SisilJon than himself. His tongue was fluent, 
is woids were like a lambent flame, playing 
vrilh some indestructible material. His mind 
was weak, and devoted to metaphyseal specula- 
tions — mysddsms: the arcana crclesiia of Swe- 
deoborg was Holy Writ lo him. He beUeved 
in three heavens, and thdr opposites. Jane's 
endeavors were directed to mate him believe in 
a fourth heaven. Childlike and immature in ap- 
pearance, she was in character exceedingly pre- 
cocious. Her intelligence was keen and practi- 
cal In very early years it had been instilled 
into her that her future welfiire would depend 
upon her own eserlions, and she never forgot 
the lesson. Her uncle was veiy generous to 
her] but he was not the man to have sai-ed 
money for his own oflspring. if he had had any, 
andfer less for his niece; be spent every shilling 
of bis income. Little Jane would secretly have 

E referred to receive in hard cash the sums which 
e lavished niion her in indulgences ; she would 
have dispensed with her pony, and kept a steed 
in the stable Bw herself of another sort. The 
I'ainy day was certdn to come some time or oth- 
er to her, and she would have liked to have made 
provision for it — a difficult matter for most of 
us, and for her impossible. She was wise 
enough, even then, 10 know how Uncle Hard- 
casfle would have received any suggestion of n 
prudential nature, and she held her loiiguo. 



In Leonard Yorke, if she did not comprehend 
his doctrine of "perpetual subsistence, "she per- 
ceived a provision foe her future. At one-and- 
twenty, indeed, he made bis pupil his wife, lo 
the astonishment rather than the scandal of (he 
neighborhood. They opined that it was only in 
the East, or in royo! families who wedded bv 
proxy, that brides ran so young. Jane Harif- 
castle, however, was in reality eighteen years of 
age. 

Yorke Brothers, of Bii-mingham, had nothing 
to say against the match, but they objected to a 
Swedenbor^n partner in the iron trade, and 
bought their nephew at a fair price out of the 
business. They did not offer to take him back 
again, when, five years later, he became a true 
believer in the feith of Mary Joanna Soothcolt 
and the coming of the young Shiloh. This lady, 
whose portrait, with that of her spiritual aman- 
uensis, hung in Mrs. Yotke's sitting-room, bad 
been her only rival in the affections of her hus- 
band. She had not been jealous of her upon 
that account, feeling pretty certain, perhaps, that 
the "affinity" between them was Platonic; bat 
she had rather grudged the money with which 
he had BO lavishly relieved the "perplexities" of 
" the handmaid. " The amanuensis used to issue 
I O U's at Joanna's dictation, to be paid with 
rmous interest Hereafter, and Leonard Yorke 
always ready lo discount her paper. There 
no one that subscribed more munificently 
than he did toward the famous " cradle," or 
looked more devoutly for its expected tenant. 
Even when that long-looked-for lath of October 
had come and gone ivithon t sign, and two months 
later his poor deluded idol passed away into that 
future with which she had been so rashly iitmil- 
, he ivBs faithful to her yet, and kept the 
:eal" which she had g^ven him — his passport 
the realms of bliss — as his deai'est treasure. 
He hud scarcely any other "effects" by that 
' ;, for, actuated by his too fervent faith, he 
been living upon the principle of his fortune ; 
and at five-and-thirty years of age Mrs. Yorke 
found herself a widow, with a stock of very varied 
experience indeed, but not much more of world- 
ly wealth than she had had to start with. It was 
hard, after half a lifetime, to resume the same 
emi-relative, semi-dependent position under her 
incle's roof which sho had occupied before; but 
lO better offered itself, and she was glad to ac- 
cept it. Her natural attractions were still won- 
drously presen-ed to her ; and, perhaps, on the 
occasion of her second nnplials (and the fact of 
her first was carefully concealed), her age excited 
l^B astonishment than her youth had done in 
the former instance. 

Yet now at fifty-three, this woman, as remark- 
able for her talents as for her beauty, and who, 
if but fornbrief period, had once stood "on for- 
tune's crowning slope," found herself with little 
beyond a bare subsistence, which she received 
ivitliout gratitude from the hands of Caveiv. 
What she derived from her lodging-house de- 
frayed the somewhat lavish expenditure of her 
son Eichard. She was far, however, from com- 
plaining of his extravagances. She wished him 
to live like a genllemau, and not to soil his hands 
with ignoble pursuits. She felt a genuine pleas- 
ure — only known to mothers— in gathering toil- 
somely together what she knew he wonld lightly 
spend. She was for the present amply repiiid by 
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the reflection that her Dick was as haiiiJsQni« 
and well-appointed a young fellow as was to be 
seen in London, >vitii an air and manner tttat 
would become a prince. It was only a question 
of time, she tliaught, when the princess shoald 
appear, be captivated, and raise him to the sphere 
for which she had taken care to fit him. In the 
mean time, it was only natural that he should en- 
joy himself after the manner of other youth of 
great expeotaliona. She was not arerse to his 
disaipatioiiis, for in them indeed lay his best 
chance of getting acquainted with young men of 
this class ; nor, so far, had she been disappointed. 
It would be surprising to many a stately pater- 
familias to learn how easily acquaintanceship, 
and even friendship, is contracKd with his male 
offepring, if they be among the pleasure-seekers 
of (be town. Ayoung man of good address and 
exterior, with plenty of money in his pocket, 
does not require introduction. The club door 
soon files open to him, but not that of the home. 
Bichard was on tolerably inlimate terms with 
Chandos, and ether young men of the same class 
— but he had never been introduced to their sis- 
ters. It was here that Mrs. Yorke made her mis- 
take: she thought she understood society because 
she had studied two exceptional phases of it. 
There is nobody more short-sighted than the 
Bohemian, who imagines he is a citizen of the 
world ; his rooud of life may have no tence in 
the shape of convention, yet it is often very lim- 
ited, and it is outside every other. 

Mrs. Torke judged of all men by her knowl- 
edge of her late husband and of Carew, and of 
women by herself. If it had not been for the 
artificialities of socie^, she might have been 
right; but they are powerful, and she knew little 
about them. In some matters she was exceed- 
ingly sagacious. She did not entertain the alarm 
which would have been felt by some mothers 
with respect to her son's morals, probably ex- 
posed to some danger by his mode of hfe ; per- 
haps she had not their scruples ; and yet It is 
Bti-ange to see how light those weigh, even with 
our severest matrons, when any question of "po- 
sition" is in the other scale; (hey will not only 
permit their sons to herd with j-obcs, provided 
they are persons of distinction, but even accept 
them for their sons-in-law. Mrs, Yorke, being 
danghterless, had no temptation to commit this 
latter crime, but she was notdispleased toimag- 
ine her Richard a man of galhiutry ; he Would in 
that case be less hfcely to fell a victim to undow- 
ered charms. " It is not your man-about-town 
who sacrifices bis future in a love-match," was 
her reflection. On the other hand, no oneknew 
better than herself what an easy prey to woman's 
wiles is a young genderaan without experience. 
It was for this reason, as well as because she 
lOTed to have her boy about her, that she had op- 
posed Richard's going to Midlandshire. She 
know Carew too well lo hope that he would ever 
take into favor a son of hers, and she distrusted 
the country, with its opportunities for ensnaring 
youth into matrimonial engagements. Thirty 
years ago, in a fortnight of village life together, 
she would have backed herself lo have got a 
promise of marriage out of tlie Pope ; and she 
did not believe this to be one of the lost arts 
among young persons of her sex. 

Thus Mrs, Yorke had strained every nerve to 
get the necessary funds to make town-life pleas- 



ant to her son, and yet she had not succeeded. 
It was not so much lliat he found his aUowanea 
insufiicient, for he bad various means of supple- 
menting it, one of them (at which we have al- 
ready hinted) a strange one enoagh ; but the 
wayward fit was on him that takes so many of 
us in the early dawn of manhood; he was rest- 
less and eager for change, and die lessons which 
his mother had caused him to receive in land- 
scape-painting furaished him with an excuse for 
wandering. She had had him taught to sketch, 
because it was a likely sort of accomplishment to 
aid the scheme of life which she had planned for 
him ; and he had taken up with the art more se- 
riously than with any thing else. But it was not 
ia Richard's nature to apply himself with assi- 
duity to any pursuit. Such callings as lay within 
his means and opportunities he was incapacitated 
fbr by education and temper, lie couJd not have 
occupied any subordinate position that required 
respectful behavior— submission to the will of l 
master. He had had to put the greatest restraint 
upon himself during his brief residence at 
Crompton, and it was more than doubtful if he 
could have maintained his positioit there as a de- 
pendent in any case. He was gentle and good- 
humored, genial and agreeable, when pleased; 
but he bad that persond pride which is as stub- 
born as any haughiinesa of descent, and infi- 
nitely more inflammable. It was no idle brag 
when he told the Crompton chaplain that he 
would put up with injustice from no man (if he 
could help it), and would repay his wrong-doer 
sevenfold (if he got the chance). His sense of 
right was very acute and sensitive, especially as 
respected himselH All his passions were strong. 
Much of this might probably be said of any 
young gentleman of position accustomed to have 
his own way : lads of spirit (who can afford it) 
do not put up with slights ; young noblemen in 
moments of exhilaration may even pilch into 
policemen ; and genevally, where tliere is no 
temptation to offend, much is forgiven. The 
danger in Richard Yorke's case was that his po- 
sition was far from assured, while he had done 
some things which might prove great obstacles to 
his ever winning one. He had alt the sensitive- 
ness and impatience of one bom to fortune, witb- 
ont the money. 

Mrs. Yorke was too wise a woman not to be 
acquainted with her son's character. Her kiva 
for him was very great ; as great and disinter- 
ested as that with which the most religious and 
well-principled of women regard their offspring ; 
but it did not blind her to his faults. Her ex- 
perience of life bad not led her to expect perfec- 
tion ; her standard of morals was of very moder- 
ate height, and Dick came fully up to it ; yet she 
felt that her son was headstrong, impulsive, and 
occaiionatly ungovernable. He bad taken his 
own line in respect to his dealings with Chandos 
and with others, in spite of her urgent entreaties. 
Her opposition, though fruitless, bad indeed been 
so strenuous that the subject was a sore one be- 
tween them; and had the opportunity been less 
palpable, she would scarcelyhave ventured to re- 
vert to it that night. She had done so, however, 
and carried her point. He had passed his word 
to her that he would undertake no more such 
hazards, and Dick's word was as sleadlast as Ca- 
rew's. He was aimless and indolent; but as a 
mean man, who brings hixoaelf to perform some 
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act of muniflcence, will effect it ansparinglj, or ; 
a sellish man, " whea he is about it, \<i\l be all 
Gslf-abnegation ; so, when he had made up his 
mind, his determination was rocl:, Mrs. Yorke 
then ielt sure of her son so far, and rejoiced at 
it. But she was disturbed about him on other 
accounts. Perhaps, notwithstandinc her asser- 
tion to the contrary, she may have had some 
scanty hopes of her son's snccess at Crompton ; 
or perhaps bis want of it placed before her for tbe 
first time the gigantic obstacles that lay in his .so- 
cial path. Were the times really gone by which 
she had known, wherein personal beauty, and 
youth, and grace of manner conld win their way 
to any height? Or did ehe misjudge her own 
sex, while so sagacious an observer of the other ? 
Her Dick was still veij young ; but his appear- 
ance should surely have done something tor him 
even now ; yet hitherto it had won him nothing 
but friendships of doubtful value, one of which, 
indeed, had just done him infinite hurt. Were 
^rls with fortunes, then, as prudent and calcu- 
lating as those who were penniless, as she had 
been? It did not strike her that they were, in- 
finitely more imapproachable ; or rather, such 
was her estimation of her son's attractions, that 
she thought he had only to be seen in his opera- 
stall to beijome the magnet of every female heart. 
Had die been mistaken altogether in her phin for 
his future ? 

As she sat over the dropping embers of the 
fire, while the ceaseless riun huddled against the 
pane without, a terrible vision crossed her mind. 
She saw her son, no longer young, wan with dis- 
sipation and excess, peevish and fretting for the 
luxuries which sho herself^ old and decrepit, could 
no longer procure for him. She even heard a 
voice reproaching her ns the cause of Iheir com- 
mon ruin: "Why did you humor me, woman, 
when I should have been corrected ? Why did 
yon bring me up to beggary, as though I had 
been a prince? why have tauglit me nothing 
whraeby I could now at least earn my daily 
bread? Why did you let me lavish in myyoudi 
the money w^ich, frugally husbanded, might now 
have supported ns in comfort ? Why did you do 
all this — yon who were so boastful of your world- 
ly wisdom?" For a moment, so great was her 
mental anguish, that she almost looked her age 
— not that the picture had any terrors for Iier- 
self, but upon her son's account alone. She 
may not have been penitent, "as good folks are, 
but her heart was full of another's woe, end had 
no room left for one selfisii regret. She had (in 
her vision) ruined, both ; but it was only for dear 
Dick that her tears fell. If the guardian angel, 
which is saiA to watch for a time by every one 
of OS, had not ^ven up his disappointing vigil at 
poor Mrs. Yorke's elbow, a tremor of delight tben 
srtrred him limb and wing. Bay, perhaps ir -"■ - 
Great Day, when all our plans shall be si 
aized^ whether they have been carried oi 
not, this poor, impotent, jallacious one, which 
worldly Mrs, Yorke had formed for her 
future, will stand, perchance, when others which 
recommend themselves better to human eyes 
have topjiled down, because built on the r 
foundations of selt There will certainly be 
many worse ones. She did not propose to sell 
her offspring, as mateh-tnaking mothers Jo, to 
evil bidders. In her dating thought her Dick 
would make any woman happy as his wife. 



I ei-euts, right or wTongjjudicions or otherwise, 
!r scheme must now be adhered to : it was loo 
le to take up with any other. Tlie vision of 
I failure had faded away, and she could think 
e matter out with her nsual calmness. 
The gray dawn creeping through the shutter- 
chinks found her thinking still ; but ere the dull 
sounds of awakening life were heard ahove stairs, 
and before the coming of the sleepy, slatternly 
maid to "do the parlor," Mrs. York had ar- 
ved at her conclusion. 

The early matin prime, she was wont to say, 
as always her brightest hour, but it found her, 
1 the present occasion, white and worn, not 
Ith her long vigil, but because it was " borne 
. upon her," as poor Joanna used to say, that 
hei' son and she must pail: for his own good: 
> as h p h Id m I oldbd 

him g Lo d h U pmd d 

IS pi h b d h 

ighfhmHhld fh h 

in y h h ses 11 gu'l 

t h b d f Id b h 

sketch b k 11 ead f h J N 
prom sch m m h sa b 1 

what schemes f , g m f re, h 
s no money, are promising nowadays ? More- 
er, it could bs said of it (as can not be often 
id) that, such as it was, her Kchard was by 
tare adapted for it; and— thoogh this was a 
less satisfactory I'efleetioii— was adapted for no- 
thing else. 



CHAPTEE XL 



It is the spring-time, that time of all the year 
when those " in city pent" desire most to leave 
it, if only for a day or two, and breathe the air 
of the mountain or the sea : the time when the 
freshest incense arises from the great altar of 
Nature, and all men would come to worship at it 
if they could. Even the old, who so far from 
the East have traveled that they have well-nigh 
fbrgotten thdr priesthood, feel the sacred long' 
ing ; in tlieir sluggish blood there still beats a 
pnlse in spring-time, as the sap stirs in the an- 
cient tree ; but the young turn to the open fields 
with rapture, and drink the returning sanbeamB 
in like wine. To draw breaili beneath the broad 
sky is to them an intoxication, and the very air 
kisses theii' cheek like the red lips of love. 

With his face set ever southward or westward, 
Richard Yorke has traveled afoot for days, nor 
yet has tired ; neither coach nor train has car- 
ried him, and ail the luggage that be possesses is 
in the knapsack on his hack, to which is strapped 
his sketch-book, like a shield. He is striding 
across a heath-clad moor, with stony ridges, and 
here andthere a distant mine-chimney — a deso- 
late barren scene enough, but wiih snushine, and 
a breeze from the unseen sea It is classic 
ground, for here, or hereabouts, twelve centuries 
ago, was fought "that last weird battle in the 
west," wherein King Arthur perished, and many 
a gallant knight, Lancelot, or Galahad, raaj; hare 
pricked across that Cornish moor before him on 
a less promising qnest than even his. How si- 
lent and how solitary it was ; for even what men 
were near were nndergrouiid, and not a roof to 
be seen any where, nor truck of man nor beast, 
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nor even a tree, Tlieie had leen men enough, 
HTid beasls and ti-ees too, in old times— heathen 
and ravening creatures, and huge forests ; 
seemed, as tha wajfarer looked around hi 
though all things had bean as he now belield 
them from ihe beginning of creation, Bichard, 
artist (hough he was hj calling, had not CJie sout 
to take jjleaspre in a picture for the filling in of 
which 30 much ima^nation was required ; and 
he tutned aside to one of the stony liilla, and 
climbed it, in hopes to see some dneliing-pln 
of man. He was gregarious by nature, and, 1 
sides, lie was in want of his mid -day meal. 
Tlicro was feast enough before him for his 

' In front lay a great tablB-land, mdentsd liere 
and there with three chasm-like bays, which 
showed how high the cliffs were which they cut. 
In one, nestled a, fisliing-town, with its harbor; 
in another, a low while range of collages hnng 
on the green hill-side; and in the ttiiiS, at sea, 
as it appeared, stood up an ancient castle, htige 
and rugged. This hist object was of such enor- 
mons size that Bichard rubbed his eyes like one 
in a dream. He had heard of Cornish giants, 
and certainly here was a habitation fit fur the 
king of them. A lonelv church upon the cliff- 
top beyond it, bj affording him some measure 
of the probable size of this cditice, increased his 
incredulity. He looked agaiti, and saw that it 
was not a castle, though the sun yet seemed to 
light ii]i t«wer and battlement quite vividly, but 
only one isolated rock irf vast size and pictur- 
esque proportions; upon the crown of whicli, 
liowevei-, there were certainly walls, and what 
looked to be broken towers. "Tliat mast be 
Gethin," said the yoang man, cheerily. "I must 
be at the end of my journey." Unless, indeed, 
lie should take ship, there was not much more 
opportunity for travel. Before him stretched in 
all directions (he limitless sea. 

So magnificent had been the prospect (hat^ 
when Richard descended and pursued his track- 
less way again along the moor, he half doubled 
whether that fair vision had not been a mere fig- 
ment of his brain ; the more so, since what view 
there was about him seemed now to contract 
rather than (o expand ; the horizon grew more 
limited ; and presently nor sea, nor land, nor 
even sky was to be seen. There was no rain, 
hut his hair and masmche were wet with a fog 
that was as thick as wool. By touch rather 
tiian hj sight he presently became aware that he 
had left (he heath, and was walking on down- 
land. Sappose he were nearing the verge of that 
line of clifl's which he had just seen, and ^lonld 
come to it before he was aware ! As he pansed, 
in some apprehension of this, all of a sadden a 
song broke upon his ear, tike a solemn chant ; 

) k..„ „ , 

10 own aimigbty 

He did not recognize the words, but the tone 
in which they were sung, though muffled by the 
dense atmosphere, struck him as especially sweet 
and earnest. The next instant, walking rapidly, 
with a light and gracefal motion, the dim figure 
of a young girl passed in front of him, and the 
mist closed behind her, though he still heard her 
pious psalm. lUchard stood like one enchanted. 
Was she an nngel sent (o warn him of his peril, 
or an evil spivil clothed in beauty and holiness 



to lure him on to it? He gaio a great shout, 
and the hannonious voice, already faint, grew 
still at once. He cried out again; "I am a 
stranger here, and have lost ray way ; pray, help 

Then once more through the mist came the 
young girl, thistimewithout her song, andstood 
before him ; she was very beautiful, but with a 
pale face and frightened eyes. ' ' She is crazed, 
poor soul," thought Bichard; and he smiled 
upon her with genuine pity_. She put her hand 
to her side, as though in pain, or to repress some 
tumult of her heart. 

" Where is it jou wish to go, Sir ?" 

' ' To Getbin ; where there is an inn, I believe. 
Is it not so f " 

"Yes, Sir." Her words were sane and con- 
cise enough, but the tone in which they were 
spoken was tremulous and alarmed. 

" You are not afraid of mo, ai-e you ?" siud 
Eichard, in the voice tliat he had inherited from 
his mother. 

"No, Sir, no," answei'ed she, hurriedly; 
"only the fog was so thick, and I was startled. 
I did not expect to find any body here. It ia 
veiT lonely about Gethin, and we do not in gen- 
eral see any of the quality who coma to sketch 
and such like" — and she pointed to his port-foUo 
— "tmlilnoch later in the year." 

"I am not the quality," rejoined Eichard, 
smiling, " but onl^ a wandering artist, who has 
heard of the beauties of CJefhin. What has been 
told me, however, comes tar short of the realiQ', 
believe me;" and he cast a glance of genuine 
admiration upon the blushing giiL 

A slender tiiir-baired maiden she was, with 
soft blue eyes, over which the hds were modestly 
but attractively drooped. One who had a great 
experience of the sex — if not a vary respectable 
one — has left on record a warning against eye- 
lids. "A wicked woman," says he, "will take 
JOU with her eyelids." 

It does not, however, require wickedness to 
ensnare a young gentleman by these simple 

" I wish, my pretty damsel," said Eichard, 
softly, ''that 1 painted figures instead of land- 
scapes, for then I should ask you to be my mod- 
It was not modesty so much as sheer igno- 
rance which kept the young girl silent ; she had 
never heard of a painter's model; but the tone in 
which her new acquaintance spoke implied a 
compliment, and she looked more confused than 

"Have vDu often so thick a fog as this at 
Gethin?" 

"Not often. Sir; this is a very bad one, and 
yon might have come to harm in it. Some folis 
believe that in such weather ihe Pixies come 
abroad, as they do at night, to mislead travelers 
who have lost their way ; and, indeed, the cliff- 
top tics not a hundred yards in front of yon." 

" Oh, yon think I was misled by a bad ^ry, 
do you?" returned Itichard, in an amused and 
bantering lone. "Well, at all events, 1 have 
now met with a good one ; and may I ask what 
name she goes by ?" 

" My name is Trevethick, Sir," said the dam- 
sel, simply. " I am no angel, but I am going 
to the place you seek; it is this way. Sir." 

It was evident that Ids banter had not pleased 
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her. The same tauc that is found agreeabli 
tho town does not alwaje proye welcome in the 
coantry. She motioned with her hand to the 
eonthwurd, and began to iralk so fast that Bich- 
ard could not easily keep pace with her. 

" But are there really fairlee about here ?" in- 
quired he, seriously. "I am quite a stranger Ut 
these parts, and should be glad to Jeam all I 

" Naj, Sir, I can not say ; I have myself nev- 
er seen one, though I Imow Eome who have, or 
say they have. There are tales of worse than 
Pixies told abont that moor yon have come 
across. Yon might have met tbe Demon Horse 
that tempts the tired Iraveler to mount him, and 
then carries him nobody knows whither ; but, 
for certain, he is never seen again." 

" Then the spirits about here are all bad, are 
they? I suppose to make up ibr the goodness 
and the beauty of tho mortals, eh?" 

"Nay, they are not all bad. Sir," continued 
the young girl, gravely ; " the Spriggans, who 
gimrd the buried treasures of the giants, have 
often helped a poor man out of their store ; or, 
at least, 'tis said so. " 

"And the giants — are they all dead?" 

"Yes, indeed, Sir, long ago," answered the 
damsel; "though that they lived here once is 
true enough. There's Bonza's Chair, you must 
have passed before the fog came on, and could 
not but have noticed ; and the hnrling-stones he 
used to throw for pastime with bis brother, tbey 
are Ut be seen still ; bnt all that about his having 
such long arms that he could snatch the sailoi^ 
from the decks of ships as they went bj, is, in 
my judgment, but an old wife's tale, and I don't 
ci^it it. There, see, Sir ; the fog is thinning ; 
that is the castle yonder. When yon see it thus 
in air it is a sign of storm." 

The mist, instead of lifting, mas growing less 
dense above, as it melted before the rays of the 
sun, and the ruin which Richard had seen from 
the hill-range was now once more visible, with- 
out the pedestal of rock on nhich it was placed. 
It was a glorious sight, though weird and spec- 
tral, and the young painter halted in mate ad- 
miration. The scene seemed scarcely of the 
earth at all. 

" Most folks are pleased with that when they 
first see it," remarked his companion, with the 
flattered air of one who exhibits some wonder of 
his own to a weil-pleaaed stranger. "Yon are 
very lucky. Sir; it is not often one gets so good 

" I am Incky, too, in having so fair a guide to 
show it me," said Bichard, gallantly. " There 
is a church in air too : what is that?" 

"That is Geihin church. Sir. It stands all 
by itself, ft mile from the village ; but folks say 
that the tower was first built for a landmark for 
the ships, and that the church and church-yard 
were added afterward. " 

" Then people die here, do they, even in this 
land of dreams ?" said Richard, half to himself. 

"Die, Sii'? Oh yes," answered the young 
gill, sadly; "my own mother died two years 
ago, and lies buried there in yonder lonesome 
place. But it is not usual for Gethiu folks to 
die so young, except by shipwreck." 

" Are there many wrecks here, then f" 

"Yes, Sir, and will be to all time ; our church- 
yard is lialf full of drowned men. On the nights 



before storm, np yonder, you may hesr them 
calling out each other's names." 

"Have you ever heard them?" 

"Kot I, Sir, thanks be to Heaven. I would 
not venture there at night for the best car^ that 
ever came to Turloek." 

" Where is Tnrlock ?" 

"The port there behind ns, Sir; you can sea 
the houses now, but not tho harbor. It winds 
beneath the clitf, so that a ship can scarcely 
make it, save in smooth weather, though, when it 
once does so, it is safe enough. To see the great 
green waves rush in and turn, and turn, and 
waste themselves in ilieir wild fury, as though 
they searched for it in anger — ah I it's an awful 
sight." 

' ' That is in winter-time only, I snppose ?" 

" Nay, Sir j we have storms at other seasons. 
Whenever I see such a sign as the castle without 
the crag---it's all clear now, yoa see, becanse the 
wind is rising — then am I thankful that my fa- 
ther is no sailor. Most folk are such at Gethin 
that are not miners." 

" Then your fiither is a miner, is he?" 

' ' No, sir, not now, Ihoogh he once was. Ev- 
ery body knows John Trevethicfc about here, and 
why he don't work underground." 

'How was that, then?" inquired Richard, 
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stranger, and know nothing." 

" Well, Sir, it was years ago, and before I n-aa 
bom. Father was just married, though'he was 
not a young man for a bridegroom, and was 
down Turloek pit-hole with Harry Coe (Solo- 
mon's lather), putting in shot for blasting. They 
had worked underground together for five-and- 
twenty years, and were fast friends, though Coe 
was an older man, and a widower, wi^ Solomon 
almost of age. They were deep down in the 
shaft, and one at a time was all that the man at 
tho windlass above could haul up ; and thej- had 
put in their shot, and given inem the signaL 
One was to go up first, of course, and then the 
second to tight tiie match, and ibllow him with 
all speed. Now, while they were still both at 
the bottom, it strnck Coe that the match Was too 
long, and he took a couple of stones, a flat and a 
sharp one, to cut it shorter. He did cut it short- 
er, but nt the same time kindled the match. 
Both shouted their loudest, and sprang at the 
basket, but the man at the windlass could not 
lift the double weight. You see, Sir, it was 
certain death to both of them, unless one should 
give way. Then Coe jumped ont, crying to fe- 
ther; 'Go aloll, John. In one minute I shall 
be in heaven.' It was he who had caused the 
disaster, end therefore, as he doubtless thought, 
should be the one to suffer for it ; besides, he 
reflected, perhaps, that he was an old man, and 
had no bride at home to mourn for him ; still, it 
was a noble deed, and I never denied it." 

"Denied iti" exdsdmed Richard; "I should 
think not. Why shonld you ?" and he looked 
np with wonder into his companion's face. It 
was one blush flT>m brow to chin. 

"Well, Sir," continued she, disregarding his 
interruption, "my father was hurried up; andas 
he looked over the basket the charge esploded, 
and the great stones flew up and blackened his 
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" He was dead, Sir. It could not have been 
otJienvise. Fathei- wok it so to lieai-t that he 
never did a day's work underground again. And 
when 1 was born, a few months afienvard, I was 
christened Harry — though that's a lad's name — 
ill memory of the friend that saved his life by the 
sacrilica of his own." 

"He might well have done ttat, and o^'eo 
mora," said Eichald, " if more could have been 

" That's juat what father says, Sir," answered 
the yoimg girl, quietly, "Bnt when things have 
happened so long ago — before one was born — 
they don't come home to one quite so strong, you 
see. Father keeps not only his old gratitnde, but 
his old tastes. He cai'es more for mines and 
machiner}- and such like than for any thing else ; 
he is a better mechanic than auy in Turlock, 
where I have just been to the watch-maker's to 
get him some steel springs. You sliould see the 
locks he makes, and the rings he turns. He will 
be Eo pleased if yon ask him to show tliem to 

"I shall certainly ask him to do so, if I get 
the chance," said Kichard, eagerly. "Is that 
your house with the pretty garden ?" 

"No, Sir; that's the parson's. Nobody can 
get flowers to grow as he does. The next house 
at the top of the bill is em's." 

"Why, I thought that would be the inn!" 
exclaimed Richard, looking at the little white- 
washed house, with its sign- board, or what seem- 
ed to he such, swinging in the rising breeze. 

"It ii the ion,"eaid his companion, qoietly, 
bnt not without a ri^uish smile. " Father keeps 
the Getbia Castle, although he has many other 

" And is that he, at the door yonder ?" 
quired Richard, pointing £o a tall, thick-set r 
of middle age, who was standing beneath the 
little pOFtico, with a pipe in his mouth. 

"No, Sir, that is not lather," replied the gir], 
with sudden gravity; "that is Solomon Coe." 



CHAPTER XII. 

"Is &ther in?" inquired the yonng girl of 
Solomon, as he stood in the doorway, without 
moving aside to let Richard pass into the house. 

"No, he is not," returned the person ad- 
dressed, his keen blue eye fixed suspiciously or 
the stranger. "As you were so long on jour 
errand, he gave up his lock-work, and has gone 
off to the pit. He said be had never known you 

"I did not loileret all," i-etumed (he maiden, 
indignantly ; " if it had not been for the fog, I 
should have been home an hour ago ; but oni 
can't walk throagh wool as if it were air. Yoi 
had the fog here yourselves, hadn't ye f " 

It was strange to note the change in the ^rl' 
speech; not only were her air and tone quit 
different from what they had been — her modesty 
or shyness exchanged for a, conlldeuce and even 
a touch of defiance; — bat her phraseology had he- 
e blunt and provincial 



ing (you wera the first to leatn it, HciTy), when 
oft' he set, in good-humor enough with all the 
worid.— Youll come across John Trevethick, if 
you want him, young man, over at Dnnloppel, 
though I doubt whether you will find him much 
of a customer — unless you are in ihe iron and 
steel line." 

I in the knife-and-fork Une just at pres- 
wered Richard, good-bumoredly; "and, 

II be good enough to move aside, I should 

■der my dinner." 

: pardon," said Solomon, sulkily, with- 
drawing himself from Ihe doorway. "I did not 
know I was hindeiing custom. — Who is this 
yonng spark, Uany ?" added he, in a low tone, 

the other entered the house. 

"Well, he's a yoang gentleman, Solomon, as 
you could see very well if you chose," answered 
the gjrl, angrily. ' ' He don't look much like a 
bagman, I think, any ways. I am sare father 
would not like you to treat his customers in that 
fashion." 

son he wouldn't like your escorting 
such customers over Turlock Down alone." 

That's lather's business, and not yours, at 
present,Soloraon," retorted the girl, tardy; "and 
perhaps it never may be yours. You take as 
much upon yourself because of your new copper 

"Nay, don't say that, Harry," replied the oth- 
er, with an admiring look, from whidi every ti'ace 
of ill filing seemed to have departed. "If it 
were gold, 1 should be mora pleased npon your 
account than my own, yon may depend npon it. 
Yon think I am jealous, now, of yonder bit of a, 
lad, but—" 

"I think nothing of the kind," answered Har- 
ry, irnpetuously. 

"Well, well," raturned Solomon, soothing- 
ly ; " then we'll say no mora about it. Treve- 
thick wanted me to be away with him to pit, but 
I said : ' No ; I'll wait for Harry, and bring her 
with mo to Dunloppel.' It's a great find, my 
girl, and may be the making of ns all." 

"Nay, a walk to Turlock and back is enough 
for one day's work, Sokuuon ; and, besides, I'm 
wet through with the fog, and must change my 
things. — Hannah! Hannah!" and, raising her 
voice to landlady pitch, she addressed some one 
within doors, "didn't yon hear the parlor bell 
ringing f — So never mind me, Solomon ; I dare 
say I shall hear enough about the lode when you 
and father come back;" and with that, and a 
careless nod of her shapely head, the young girl 
pushed past her disappointed swain, and rmi up 

The Gethin Castle Ian was a much better 
hoLLse of entertainment than might have been 
looked for in a spot so sccJuded from the worid, 
and far from the great arteries of travel. A 
coast-road passed thraugh the little village lead- 
ing from Turlock to the now almost disused har- 
bor at I'olwheel, and that was the sole means of 
getting to Gethin save on foot or horseback. 
There was no traffic— to be called such— in the 
district. Donloppel, always a prodnctive mine, 
was, like its mora famous brother, Botallack, sil-- 
uated on fha sea-coast, so that nmther read nor 
tramway had been created for ita needs; the land 
I about was barren, except in minerals; andnota 
j tree was to bo seen for miles. Indeed, with the 
leKceptioii of Ihe pai'soa's garden, there was 
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scarcely a cultivated spot in the whole parish. 
The graceful aprays of the een-tamarisk, howev- 
er, flourished every where, in lieu of foliage, and 
in places where certainly foUage U seldom seen. 
Not only did it grow luxuriantly on banks and 
umilar exposed positions, as though tlio roaring 
sea-winds, which cut off all other vegetation, fa- 
vored and nourished it, but waved its triumphant 
pennant upon walls and house-tops. Stony 
places have a special attraction for this weed ; and 
it lakes root so readily that the story of its im- 
portation into Gethin might have had more foun- 
dation in fact than some other local legend) 
equally credited. Only a few years back the 
plant had been nnknown there, but a wagoner 
of the place, on his return journey, had plucked 
a sprig of it in some locality where it grew, ' 
serve the purpose of a whip ; and, when 
reached home, had thrown it carelessly on i 
top of an earthen wall, where it had struck ro 
and multiplied. 

The cliffs, and the sen, and, abore all, the 
ruined castle upon the rock, were the sole at- 
tractions then which Gethin posseEsed— and that 
they did attroct was an unceasing subject of won- 
der to its inhabitants. Whatever could the fine 
folk see in a heap of atones or a waste of water, 
to bring Ihem there for hundreds of miles, was o 
mystery unexplained ; but the villagers ivere no 
more nnwilling than protfessional spiritualists to 
take a praclieal advantage of the Inexplicable. 
In the winter they reaped the harvest of the sea, 
or explored the bowels of the earth ; in the sum- 
mer they transformed themselves into "guides," 
and set up curiosity-shops of shells and minerals ; 
while, to supply accommodation to the increasing 
throng of Visitors, John 'rrevethick, who had al- 
ways a keen eye for profit, had leased the village 
beer-house, and enlarged it to the dimensions of a 
respectable inn. Even now, howei-er, the honse 
exhibited a carious ignorance or disregard of the 
tastes of those for whose use it was bnilt — the 
windows of all its sitting-rooms opened upon the 
strangling street, while the glorious prospect of 
cliff and ocean which it commanded behind wna 
totally ignored. Thus Richard Yovke found him- 
self located in an apartment which, though oth- 
erwise tolerably comfotlable, might as w3l have 
been in Bloomsbury for the view which it afford- 
ed. The walls were ornamented by colored pic- 
tures of the Royal Exchange and of the Thames 
Tunnel, London; and upon the mantel-piece 
was an equestrian figure (in china) of Field- 
marshal the Duko of Wellington as he appears 
upon the arch of Constitntion Hill. The only 
attempt at "local coloring" was found in the 
book-case— composed of two boards and a cat's 
cradle— in which three odd volnmei of the "Tales 
of the Castle" had been placed, no doubt with 
reference to the grand old rain whose (ottering 
walls beckoned " the quality" to Gethin. 

His simple meal of bacon and eggs having 
been dispatched, and gratitude foiling to invest 
with interest the lean pigs that searched in vain 
for cabbage-stalks, or the dyspeptic fowls that 
were moulting digestive pebbles in the street with- 
ont, Richard lit a cigar, and prepared to saunter 
forth. The fog had vanished; all the sky was 
blue and bright. The keen and gus^ air in- 
creased in him that elasticity of spirit vrilh which 
luncheon at hU stages of their life-journey in- 
spires mankind. 



"I suppose," said he, looking in at (he window 
of tile room he had just left, and where Hannah, 
who was waiting-maid as well as cook, except 

of the repast, " one can get to the castle without 
a guide?" 

"Nay, Sir; yon must get thekeyfirst, for tlie 
man don't bide at the cottage, except in summer- 
time, and the gate has got spikes at the top. 
Miss Harry has got it somewhercs,if yoa'U wait 

Miss Harry herself brought it out to him. 
She had changed her attire tor what was an even 
more becoming one than that she had worn be- 
fore, and her bright brown hdr n-as arranged 
with greater care, and perhaps with more view 
to effect. 

"The guide has not begtm his duties yet. Sir," 
she expUined, with a smile; "and so' we keep 
the key here. Yon can't &il to find the road; 
hut the precipice-path is a hit awkward in a wind 
like this, and yon must be careful to take the 
right one; the old ledge was broken in by the 
storm last month, and has an ugly gap." 

" But why not show me the way yourself, Miss 
Harry?" pleaded theyonng fellow. " You know- 
how easily I lose myself; and if I should come 
to harm, by taking the wfong turning, you would 
be aorry, I'm snre." 

"Indeed I should. Sir," returned the young 
girl, simply ; " and I doubt whether you will find 
any body else in the village. This news from 
the mine has taken them all off, it seems ; and 

tou wouldn't know reck from castle, unless you 
ad one lo tell you, they are so alike." 
The fact was that Harry's conscience smote 
her for her wish to be of service to this hand- 
some young fellow, since she had just refused to 
accompany Solomon to Dunloppcl, on ihe score 
of fatigue. It was level walking, or nearly so, 
to the pit-mouth, and it was a climb of many 
hnndieds of f^t to the ruin. Still, she felt no 
longer tired, if shS had done so a while ago, and 
the stranger mighl come to harm without a guide. 
"But you're not coming without a bonnet?" 
excUimed Richard. 

Nay, Sir ; I should come homo without One 
went up yonder in such a wind as this," an- 
swered she, laughing; "and I recommend you 

"But you'll catch cold," urged Richard. 
We don't mind air at Gethin, Sir; and this 
shawl will cover my head, if that's all." 

It really was Hany Trevethick's custom to go 
bareheaded in fine weather about her own home, 
thongh, perhaps, the consciousness that she never 
looked so well in even her Sunday head-gear, as 
wn ample tresses for a covering, may 
have inflnenced her resolve. Chignons were un- 
known at that time, and never had the yonng 
man beheld such weolth of gold-tinged locks as 
that which blew about his fair companion's brow, 
and presently streamed ont behind her, as they 
neared the cliffs, and met the full force of that 
Atlantic breeze. It blew freshly and shrilly 
enough up the winding gorge through which 
■' !Y had to descend to the foot of the castled 

± ; but by the time they reached the beach 
the wind had risen to a gale. They stopped a 
within shelter of a hollowed cliff to view 
iha pliica. It was a nohla spectacle. Tlie great 
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waves, came roaring in, nnd dashed themselves 
ai^njnsl the walls of slate in sheets of foam, to 
fall back baffled and groaning. They had eaten 
the chff away in two dark frowning spots, which 
his guide said were caverns, approachable at low- 
water ; bnt the rock itself on which the castle 
stood defled them; they had only succeeded in 
insnlating it, except for a narrow tongue of knd, 
which now formed the sole access to it from the 
shore. Even without any historical or ]>oetic 
oasociation, the object before them — rising bare 
and sheer iata the air to such a height — on which 
a swann of gnlls, shrunk to the size of bees, were 
clangine faintly, was grand and striking ; bnt the 
place had been the hold of knights and kings a 
thousand years ago and more. The young girl 
pointed out to Kichard where the main-land cliff 
had once projected so as to meet the rock, and 
showed him on the former's brow some fragments 
of rude masonry. "That was the ancient bar- 
bacan," she said, "once joined to the castle by 
a draw-bridge, as was sopposod, which, when 
drawn up, left Gethin so that neither man nor 
beast could approach it without permission of its 
defenders. Even now, with none to hinder one, 
it is a steep and perilous way, especially in a. 
wind like this 1 h p d be r not 
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Ilany, auBte el dd d 

reassure him tor why should she be angry? — 
"you would ouly have pricked your fingers, as 
Solomon does. So man is clever with his bands, 
e.-scepting father." 

"And you say that 10 a painter, do yon, Miss 
Ilany — a man who lives by his handiwork?" 

"I foi^t that," said narry, penitently} "be- 
sides, I was only saying what Solomon says." 

" That was the gentleman who took me for a 
peddler, eh f " said lUchard. " He is not quite so 
wise as his namesake— is he?" 

"Oh yes, Sir; Solomon Coe has a long head ; 
the longest, father says, of any in these parts. 
lie has made his own way famonsly in the world 
— or, rather, under it, for he is a miner. He used 
to work in the coal-pils up Durham way, but—" 

"la that why he looks so black?" interposed 
Eichard, laughing. 

"Nay, Sir, 1 didn't notice tfiai," said Harry, 
simply. "Very likely he was down DunlomJel 
this morning, 'it half belongs to him, father 
says ; and if this lode turns out well, he will be 
i-eiT rich." 

"And your father would be glad of that, 
would he not?" 

"Yes, indeed. Sir; for Solomon is the son of 
Ma old friend and preserver, as I (old you." 

' ' But it would not please you quite so mnch- 
eh. Miss Harry ?" 

"Not BO much as father— certainly not, " ai 
Bwercd the giil, gravely. " It seems lo me folks 
are rich enough when they don't p d half th y 
get; just as other folk^ — lite M C w wh 
owns all about here — are poor en ugh w 1 all 
their wedlth, who pay ont of th u' p tw f 
what comes into it. 

" Mr. Carew is known here fo a p dl f 
is he, then?" 



" Well, Sir, it's only gossip, for he has never 
foot here in bis life, I reckon ; but, ftom what 
hear, he ranst fling away his money finely. 
However, as father says, there's one excuse for 
-he has neither iJiick nor cbild of his own. 
Ell, but you're looking white, Sir ; Gethin air is 
apt to nip pretty sharp those who are not accus- 
tomed to it. Yon had best not try the castle 

"Yes, yes; we will go at once," cried Rich- 
ard, impatiently ; and, drawing the girl's hesi- 
tating arm ttu^>ugh his own, he moved rapidly 
along the wind-swept way. Under the circum- 
stances, there really was some danger ; but, had 
there been twice the peril, he would not have 
shrunk from it at that moment — the chance ob- 
servation of the young gjrl about Carew's having 
no ofl^pring had tamed his blood to a white beat 
of wrath. Although his mother had studiously 
instilled in him how foohsh it was to indulge in 
any expectations with respect to the Squire, be 
had always entertained some secret hopes in that 
quarter until he bad proved their fallacy by ex- 
periment; and the failure of his expedition to 
Crompton rankled in his mind. He regarded 
'lis father with the bitterest resentment; he did 
LOt altogether forgive Ms mother for the share 
which she had had (through her misrepresenta- 
tion of her own position in t^e re^ster) in de- 
priving him of his birth-right, and he felt himself 
at odds with all the world. He had come to 
Gethin partly on account of what Parson Whym- 

Ker had told him of its picturesqueness, but chief- 
/ because it was an ont-of-the-way spot, unfre- 
quented by that society with whom he had such 
good grounds for quarrel, and where he was not 
likely to have hiB pride wounded aftesh by any 
reference to his position ; and yet he had not 
been two hours in the pUce before the only per- 
son in it in whom he was likely to be interested 
had galled him keenly. He could not long be 
angiy with her, however, for her involnntaiy of- 
fense, nor angry at all in such fair company. 
She clung to him, perforce, upon the narrow 
causeway, and shrank with hira into whatever 
shelter was afforded, here and there, upon their 
toilsome path, when they look breath, ani gath- 
ered strength together for once again confronting 
that pitiless blast. If either of them had known 
how fierce a gale was imminent, they would not 
certainly have ventured upon such an espedi- 
tion ; bot, having done so, they were resolved to 
go through with it. Harry had plenty of cour- 
age, and fought her way with practiced eye and 
band along the winding ledge ; and Bichard vras 
not one to own himself vanquished by diflicul- 
IJos before which a woman did not quail. Twice 
and thrice, however, they were both dri^'en back 
again round some comparatively sheltered cor- 
ner by the meie ftuy of the wind, which battled 
wi(i them as stubbornly as though it were the 
disembodied spirits, of the ancient defenders of 



giri's waist, whose garments made it more difli- 
c It for her to advance than for him, she did not 
reject its welcome aid. Then, just as his disen- 
g ged hand was clinging to a pinnacle of rock, 
h hat blew off, exactly as she had predicted, 
a d his dark curls mixed with hers in wild con- 
f on. Thus, foot by foot, they won their way, 
d reached at last the iron-spiked door, the 
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only work of modem hands on that gray lock. 
This screened them from the gale ; and, as thej 
sKiod a while to rest beneath its shelter, Ehe 
showed him what a handsome kej her fatfier 
had made for it, with cvmnirg wards, mi 
able for a banker's safe than for such 
relics as thej gnarded, and told him how the 
gate was put there to exclude the summer ' 
ors, who would otherwise enlflr without fee. 

" Nay, but I will pay my fee," said Richard, 
gallanilj; and, since their cheeks were almost 
touching as it was, the debt was easily dischaiged 
on her ripe lips. 

"For shame. Sir 1 " cried the girl, indignantly ; 
and Iheca was something in her face and voice 
which showed him that her anger was not feign- 
ed, "lam Borryl brought joa here, mistaking 
you for a gentleman. Here is the key. Sir; but 
I go back alone." And she freed herself rough- 
ly from his arm, and turned lo go. 

"ITor Heaven's sake, don't]" cried Riohnrd, 
earnestly. "You may call me any thing you 
please, but do not let my rudeness prove your 
peril. I was rude, hut, on my honor, I did not 
intend to be so. I meant no harm, although I 
see I have vexed you. Forgive me, pray ; I did 
not mean to be either nngeuerous or ungrate- 
ful. Is it thought so very wrong at Gethin— 
even with such great temptation — " 

"Yes, Sic, it is," she broke in, vehemently,- 
"and I was wrong to come with yon." 

"Nay, don't say that," pleaded the j'Oung fel- 
low. " How couid you be wrong to do so great 
a kindness to a stranger as you have done to 
me ? It was my sense of it — my heartfelt sense, 
believe me, of the trouble and toil you have un- 
dergone for my sake ; and I don't deny, Harry, 
your beauty too, of which I have never seen the 
like. Bat thei-e, I am offending you again. 
Pray, come into the shelter; it makes me sick 
to see you in such danger;" and to make room 
for her, and at the same time l« stand as much 
apart from her as possible, he stepped back, for- 
getting the scanty space on which ho stood, and 
—fell ! 

A yard — -a mile — ha scarcely could say which, 
so overwhelming for the instant was his sense of 
peril I He only knew that he was flying through 
space. Then, suddenly, his feet found foothold, 
and his hands clung to the gray rock, and the 
drivrng wind beat on his body ceaselessly, and 
seemed to nail him where he clung. 

Was it the scream of gull, or piercing cry of 
some spirit of the mr, that rang through his 
irnun? or was it, indeed, the agonizing shriek 
of a woman ? He heard it plainly ; but Harry 
never knew whether she had shrieked or not 
She was aware of nothing except that this nn. 
happy man was perishing— had, perhaps, already 
perished— for her sake; through fear for her 
safety, and his wish not to give her offense. She 
was on her knees npon the ledge, and craning 
over it with horror-stricken face the next instant, 
and could see him plainly. His feet had fallen 
upon that very part of the old path which the 
storms of last winter had torn and jagged away. 
A few jolting fragments of tock were all that 
was left of it— insufficient even for a, practiced 
cragsman to make his way along on either side. 
His head^she could not see his face — was but 
a yard beneath hec ; but how could she get at 



"I am here," she cried. "Be of good coiir- 

Bhe had nothing to oifer in the way of help at 
the moment; hot she was well aware of what 
vital importance it was that he should not lose 
heart. She lay down with her face on the bare 
rock, and strove to reach him ; but, even had 
her arm been long enough, he had no hand to 
spars to clasp her own. The whole force of the 
gale was full upon her, and canied her hair to 
windward like a whip. 

" Do not come too near the edge, brave giri," 
cried Kichard, beginning to be conscious of her 
efforts, "Is there no cope nor ladder?" 

"yes,"anawered the^rl. "Keep heart. Do 
not look down. I must be five minutes gone — 

She was up, and with the gate-key in her hand, 
ere she had done speaking. GroatHeavenI wonld 
that door never open ? How her trembling hands 
missed the keyhole ; and when the key was in, 
how the i-usty wards opposed its tummg. Then 
when the door was opened, it seemed as though 
the winds bad husbanded their strength behind 
it for one wild sortie, with such fury did (hey rush 
out to beat her back. But she struggled in some- 
how, and on across the howling waste of cliff- 
top to a little hut of stone, which formed the cov- 
ering of a well. There, as she expected, she 
found a rope coiled up, which was used to draw 
up water in an iron cup, to gratify the cotiosity 
of visitors as much as to quench their thirst; for 
it was strange, indeed, to meet with fresh water 
there, the presence of which, no doubt, had 
caused the place to be chosen for a fastness in 
old time. With this she hurried back ; and fix- 
ing one end firmly round the door-post, she 
looped the other in a slip-knot, and lowered it 
carefully to Eichai'd. "Put this beneath your 
arms," she said ; " the tope is strong and firmly 
fastened. You must climb up by it, hand over 

It was not so easy a task for the young artist 
as for a Gethin man; but he was strong and 
; and where his chief difficulty lay, which 
: the cliff-top, the girl's willing aims assist- 
ed him. 

You have saved my life, Harry," wore his 
first words, when he stood in safety. ' ' How 
shall I ever repay you ?" 
Then this hrave girl, who had never faltered 
■here action was necessary, began to sob and cry. 
He took her hand and covered it with hisses. 
'I may kiss this," said he, plaintively, "may I 
ot?" 

She did not withdraw her fingers, but neither 
did she cease from weeping. Her grief seemed 
to be something more than that resulting from 
L of strong feelings suddenly relaxed, 
e go home, let me go home!" was her 
sole reply to all his entreaties that she should 
rest a while, and strive to calm herself. It was 
with difficulty that he conld support her down 
the sleep, so violently did she tremble. When 
ihey reached the fbot of it she turned to Richard 
and marmnred : " 1 have one favor to ask of 
I, Sh-. Will you grant it to me ?" 
'Most certainly, dear girl. It would he gross 
ingratitade indeed if I did not. " 

"TTien never speak," returned she, earnestly, 
of what has occurred to-day. Never show by 
luv manner that you feel— as you say— grateful 
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for what service I hare been able to bo lo jou. 
Let not father nor Solomon ever know." 

" It will be very hard, Harry, to keep silence- 
to owe yon so );reat a debt, ivithoat acknowledg- 
ing it,'' said Biehard, tenderly ; " but, since such 
is your wish, I will obey it." 

" Thank yon, Sir. And now 1 will go home 
nlone, I was deierred by the wind, the steep- 
ness — any thing you please — from accompanying 
you up yonder ; remember that. You will not 
mind waiting a wbile behind me?" 

"Surely not," said Richard, wondeiingly. 

And the next moment she bad hurried round 
an angle of the main-land clilf, and was gone. 



CHAPTER XIII. 



" What b strange gii 1 ! " muttered Richard, as 
he stood in the same hollowed rock, alone, where 
Harry and he had first taken shelter. " What a 
compound of strength and weakness — as my mo- 
ther says aU girls are, though I have never known 
them strong before ! How eager she seemed to 
part company with me, and how anxious lo get 
Bome without me— and I am never to speak of 
what has happened, to her father nor lo Solo- 
mon ! This Solomon is her unwelcome wooer, 
that is clear. He is neither young nor handsome 
— nor attractive in any way in her eyes, I reckon. 
And what a beanly she is, to be thrown away on 
such a boor!" 

The recollection that the door at the top of the 
rock had been left open, and the key inside It, 
here flashed upon him. "She will be sony 
about that key,"he thought; "and glad and 
grateful lo me if I go back and fetch it. The old 
man will be wroth with her for having trusted a 
stranger with such a treasure. This Trev^ick 
must be an ingenioos fellow, and a long-sighted 
one, no doubt. It was he who applied to Parson 
Whymper for a lease of the old mine, if I re- 
member right. Perhaps the chaplain may help 
me to get it him, fbr I owe him somelhing for 
his daughter's sake. The idea of his having 
such a daughter] What rubbish is tbis we art- 
ists talk of birth and beauty ! Neither in life 

this girl." He meditated for a moment, then 
cried out, angrily: "Heaven curse me, if I 
harm her ! What an Dugraleful vilhiin should I 
be ! If there be a Gehenna, and but one man in 
it, I should deserve to be that man!" 

Then he began to climb the rock. Ho did 
not tarry *his time for breath nor shelter, though 
the wind had no whit abated, but trod right on 
till be reached the spot where the catastrophe 
which had been so near fatal to him had oceun'ed. 
"It was a narrow escape," mused he, looking 
down upon the place, not without a slight shudder. 
"What odd things come into the head when 
Death is whispering in the ear! If it had not 
been for my fair guide, where should I have been 
by tbis time? Beneath the sea, for certain, 
l^ut what else? How strange it seems ^at if 
there is any 'else,' no one, from the beginning 
of time till now, of all the millions who have 
experienced it, should have come back to tell ug ! 
And yet there was a man who came back from 
the grave once. Who was he? I recollect his 



picture by Haydon ; his talk must have been 
better worth listening to than that of most. Is 
nothing true that one hears or reads, I wonder ? 
Here is where I kissed her 1 I wouldn't kiss bet 
again, if I had the chance ; I swear I would not. 
I am a good boy now— all morahty, if not relig- 
ion — for ihey do say that hell is paved with good 
intentions — which seems hard. If one is to be 
punished for one's wicked thoughts- even if they 
do not bear fmit — it is suiely but reasonable that 
one's good ones — even if never carried into prac- 
tice — sbonld be set down on the credit side of 
the ledger." 

With an oxchmiation of contempt or impa- 
tience, he turned from the dizzy sight of cliff 
and sea, and shouldered his way through the 
H^ind-kept doorway on to the open summit of the 
rock. It was a wdd waste place indeed, yet not 
without ample indications of having been inhab- 
ited in days of old. Low but massive walls 
sketched out the ground-plan of many a cham- 
ber, the respective uses of which could only now 
be guessed at. But beneath one broken arch 
there was a heap of rude steps with a stone some- 
thing on it, which lUchard rightly imagined had 
once formed an altar. Man bad worshiped 
there thirteen hundred years ago. Nay, not far 
oif, and in the very centre of this desolate hold, 
there was a bnrial-ground, with a low wall of 
earth about it, which neither time, nor the curi- 
ous barbarism which marks our epoch, had much 
defaced. The archa!ol<^sts had been there, of 
course, and discovered evidence which had satis- 
fied them of the presence of the remains of their 
fellow-creatnres ; but with that they had been 
content. The dead had, for the most part, been 
left undisturbed in their rocky graves, to awiut 
the summons in tiie f^th of which — and per- 
haps even for it — tbey had died. For these 
were King Arthur's men (ns Richard had read) 
— the warriors who had helped the blameless king 
" to drive the heathen and lo slay the beast, lo 
fell the forest and let in the sun." 

The lonely desohttion of (he place, and its 
natural sublimity, combined with the recollec- 
tion of his late deadly peiil, tinged the young 
man's thoughts with an unusunl seriousness ; and 
yet he could not restrain the cynicism that was 
habitual to him whenever his attention was com- 
pelled to solemn subjects. 

"Now, are these poor folks — whose creed 
must have been any thing but orthodox, by all 
accounts — all in eternal torments, I wonder, or 
only waiting to be so, for a few hundreds of 
years longer? Such was my mother's friend, 
Joanna's, comfortable creed, and it is shared, as 
I understand, by all the most excellent people. 
How much belter (if so) would it have been for 
them to have been born and cradled on tbis 
rock as sea-gutls I Gad, to dwell hei'e and fight 
for a king about whose very existence posterity 
is to he in doubt in this world, and then to go lo 
the devil! What a nightmare view of life it 
seems I If, an hour ago or so, things had turned 
out otherwise with me, I should have solved the 
problem fbr myself I almost wish I had. And 
yet it was not so when I was clinging tooth and 
nail to the chfl' yonder ; and these folks would 
not have died if they could have helped it, nei- 
ther. There's something ngly in black Death 
that disincUnes man to woo tier. This wind 
bites to ttie marrow, and I'll go. I've seen 
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Gethin now, and there's nn end." He turned, 
and walked as slowlv as the blast would ]et him 
toward the gate. " And yet, if it was wanner, 
and snmmeMime," continued he, "I ahonld 
like to sketch these things, or some of them, es- 
pecially if Hairy were with rae. " He came ont, 
and locked the door, and once more stood in the 
ehalter of it, with the kej in his hand. "She'll 
he glad I went back for this, and know that it 
was done for her sate. If she Md but money, 
now — this girl— and was a lady, and all that 1 
Or if I could choose whom I would !" He be- 
gan to descend slowly, step by step ; the furious 
gale forgotten ; his late escape from death unre- 
membered ; one thought alone monopolizing his 
mind — the tbou^t that monopolizes idl men's 
minds (or nearly all) at his age. It was here 
tliaC his hat had blown off, and her soft curls had 
pkyed about his &ce ; it was there that he had 
Hrst oksped her waist, and had not been rebuked. 
Then he fell to thinking of all that had happened 
between them dating the few hours that were 
already an epoch in his life. Why had she 
looked so fri^itened at first sedng him? Had 
he seemed U> come upon her as her "fate," as 
eome ^rl»Eay? He wonid ask her tliat some 
day— perhaps up yonder amidst the ruins. He 
haH not missed the look of annoyance which she 
wore when Solomon had spoken to hun so rough- 
ly, nor failed to couple it with the expressions 
she had before made use of with reference to Coe 
the elder, and the gmtitnde with which her fa- 
tlier regarded his memoir. This Solomon might 
be a suitor who was backed by the old man, but 
certainly not encouraged by Harry. Was she 
already engaged to him, tacitly or otherwise? 
It was impassible, being what she was, tliat she 
should not have been wooed by somebody. 

Bichard Yorke was not one of Ihose exactmg 
characters who demand that the object of their 
affecljons should nerer have attracted those of 
another ; he was even reasonable enough to hare 
forgiven her (if necessary) for having returned 
them, in ignorance of the esistence of a more 
worthy admirer in himself. There are many 
more varieiiea of Ixive than even the poets have 
ctasdjied; and perhaps it is in despair of deal- 
ing with this Proteus that wo elders so often ig- 
nore him in our calculations. 

The day was darkening by the lime Bichard 
reached the village. Around (he inn door were 
a group of miners, who stared at his bare head 
hard enough, but gave way to him civilly. They 
were talking and laughing loudly, and wiping 
their months with the backs of their hands. It 
was evident that somebody had been " standing 
treat" in the narrow passage ; and leaning their 
elbows on the sUl of the.httle bar window were 
more miners, each widi his pint pot of ale. 

"Here's luck to Trevethick and Coe, ''said 
one, "for a parting toast." 

"Ha, ha, that's good!" cried another, in ap- 
preciation of this commercial epigram; "Treve- 
thick and Coe; to be sure," 

" Trevelliick and Coe, and may the copper 

But one, emboldened by the liqnor, or natu- 
rally more aadacious than the rest, put hia head 
and shoulders throagh the open window, and, 
making a trumpet of his two hand,', whispered in 
a hoai-EC voice, andibleto everj'one: "And is it 
to be Coe and Trevethick also, Miss Han-y— ch ?" 



Then the window was slammed down iviih no 
„!ntle hand, and the men went out laughing 
heartily, and for the first lime leaving room fiir 
Richai-d to pass in. He did not look toward the 
bar window, but, as though he had heard no- 
thing, walked quickly past it into the sitting- 
raom, which had been allotted to him. It was 
strange, since what he had jast heard only con- 
firmed the suspicions which he had already en- 
tertained, that the words should give him annoy- 
— e; but they certainly did so. What was 
■e natural than that this inn-keeper's daugh- 
ahonld be engaged to marry her father's 
friend— a man apparently well-lo-do, and with a 
prospect of doing better ? What could be more 
unreasonable than for Mr. Richard Yorke, a young 
gentleman whose only hope in life was to marry 
a girl— or an old woman, for that matter- with 
a good fortune, to be irritated at such intelli- 
gence, especially after an acquaintance with this 
"Miss Hany" of about three hours at most? 
After a minute or two of refieetion the idea 
seemed lo strike even himself in ihe same light ; 
for he gave a short sharp langh, and siud what 
a fool he was, and then lit his pipe. Even to- 
bacco, however, that balm of hurt minds, did 
altogether soothe him. He could think of 
nothing but this young girl, whose beauty had 
bewitched him, and to whose courage and pres- 
""ce of mind he owed his life. He had sworn 

himself — and there was no necessity to repeat 

-that he meant her no harm. Indeed, it 
would not be less than she deserved to ask her 
his wife. Perhaps, if this mine, in which 
her father had a share, should turn out well, she 
would not be so bad a match, even in point of 
money ; but to this he did not attach much im- 
portance. He was indulging in a dream, which 
he fondly imagined was nnsdfish and honorable 
to himself in a high degree. Quil« a virtuous 
glow seemed to mingle with his ardent passion ; 
though the &ct simply was (as it often is in such 
cases) that, for a personal gratification, he was 
prepared to barter his future prospects. He did 
not doubt but that what he contemplated would 
be for the benefit of this young girl ; he must 
seem like an angel lo her (for love does not al- 
ways touch us with the sense of unworlhiness) ; 
as, indeed, by comparison with this man Coe, he 
was. His mother would he a good deal "put 
out," it was true, bnt then she was loo fond of 
him lo be angry with bim for long, far less to 
break with him. He was his own master, for 
some time lo come, at all events, ibr he had two 
hundred pounds in his pocket. 

What nonsense do the greatest philosophers 
sometimes discourse, when their topic is Self- 
interest I It is likely enoagh that self-interest 
actuates Ihem, and in a supreme degree. When 
folks are by nature wise and prudent— or if thwr 
tastes are stndions, and their vices few — or when, 
above all, tho brain is seasoned, and the blood 
moves sluggishly in the veins, then men do act 
for their own advantage, and keep their eyes 
fixed on the main chance. Bnt with most of 
ns, especially when young, self-interest, proper- 
ly so called, is often but a feather's weight in 
the balance of Motive. Bevenge makes it kick 
the beam ; and Pas«on ; and even momentary 
Whim. It was one of the aiguments advaocwl 
by Christian men in favor of slavery, that no man 
would ill-usG his slave, because it was his own 
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strong as llie lust of gain. There 
ivhen a man is reaij Co part with not only his 
eiirthly prospects, but his hopes of heaven, rath- 
er than be ballceii of an immediate Eads&ction : 
tlial of striking his brother to the heart, or grow, 
ifig rich by one stroke of fraud, or ruining for- 
ever the woman that loves him best ; and there 
are many men, in no each desperate case, whose 
only guide is Impulse, and whose care for the 
morrow is dwarfed to nothing matched willi the 
gratification of to-day. Thesn are said lo hare 
no enemies but themselves, but they have victims ; 
and, though not apt for plots, are often more 
dangerous than the most designing knaves. 

i'ipe after pipe smoked IHchard Yorke as he 
sat over (he fire in the deepening twilight, so 
deep in thou^t tliat it quite startled him, when, 
snddenlf looking up, he found that all was dark. 
Then he rang the bell, and Hannah entered with 
the n'ishcd-for candles. 

' ' Is yoar master in ?" 

"I'll see, Sir. Do you ivish lo see him?" 

" Yes. First bring me a bottle of sheiTy and 
two glasses, then ask him Co step in." 

The serving-maid obeyed; and presently there 
was a heai7 step in the passage, and in strode 
John Trevethiok, a man of sixty years or so, bat 
straight as a pine, and strong as an oak. 

" Yonr servant. Sir," said he, in agruif voice, 
and with no snch inclination of the head as land- 

" Good-evening, M]'. Trevethiek. I nm afraid 
I'm putting yon lo some inconvenience by com- 
ing to Geiliin so many weeks befoie the usual 

"Nay, Sir; my house is open summer and 

"Now I wonder is this the natiiral manner of 
this boor," thought Bichard, "or has he been 
already prejudiced against me by the other? — 
And an e:{cellent house it is, Mr. Trevethtck; 
I little expected to find so good a one down here, 
I promise you." 

"Well, I built it mj-self, Sir," said the land- 
lord ; " so it don't become me to say ranch of 
that. It cost me a good bit of money, however; 
and it's hard lo get it back, when one's season 
only lasts for a month or two." 

" Ah ! I'm the first swallow that you've seen 
this year, I daie say. Well, I hope I herald a 
lueky summer. Take a glass of your own sher- 
ry, will you f " 

The landlord looked suspiciously at his guest : 
perhaps the phrase "your own sherjy" smote his 
tonscience, fenowmgthe price he paid for it, and 
ivhaC it was, and what he meant Co charge ; 
but graniing : " Here's Co joo. Sir," he filled his 
gta^^s, and smacked his lips over it slowly. 

" Solomon has not set him against me," was 
Richard's conclusion. "The graceful manner 
of this Cornish giant is natural to him, — You 
have a fine castle here, Mr. Trevethick, and nobly 
placed. Indeed, I never saw the like before." 

" So most folks say," answered the landlord. 

"There is not much left of it, however," said 
Richard, smiling. 

" Well, it 11 last ray time, at all events, and I 
dare say yours," was the morose reply. 

"Indeeil it nill, and that of many a genera- 
tion to cfime. It is seldom one sees such massive 



walls. A good deal of trouble, however, seems 
to have been tnken lo prevent people from run- 
ning away with them, tojndge by this;" and he 
held up the key. 

" Well, the castia is mine, Sir — or, at least, I 
pay my rent lor it ; and, I suppose, I can do 
what I like with my own. If thei'e 
there, do yon think any body woald pay n 
viewing the place? Kot th 
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must Have a gm 
their pockets." 

bearing of this remark that H 
intoagood-humoredlaugh; h al ea d 

because the landlord's hint a ed h 
was in ignorance Chat he hai h gn 
shall certainly pay my foojing, Mr. TreveChick, 
Che same as if I had had an atcendant — of which, 
however, I should have been glad at one or two 
places; the wind did take my hat, and very 
nearly tlie rest of me. But what I meant by 
the trouble that was taken Co secure yonr ruina 
from intruders was with reference not to the 
door, bat to the key of it. Why, if it were a real 
castle, full of furniture, it could not be more ef' 
fectually guarded. You must have good lock- 
smiths hereabout, if that's a specimen of their 

The icj landlord thawed again. 

" Well, Sir, the fact is, I made that key with 
my own hands," 

"You?" cried Richard, in affected astonish- 
ment. "Why, you must be a mechanical gen- 
ius. Look at tjio work! look at the wards I" 
and he scrutinized them admiringly close to the 
candle. "Do lake another ghiss, Mr. Treve- 
thick." 

"Nay, Sir; I've a friend in the parlor waiting 
for me," rejoined the landlord, dryly. He ap- 
peared already to regret having given way to 
that momentary feeling of self-esteem. 

"I wish /had," observed Richard, smiling. 
' ' It's lonely work coming down here by one's 
self, and finding nobody to speak to." 

There was a short pause, during which Rich- 
ard was rapt in admij'ation of the key. 

" Now, if his thick skin prove impervious Co 
fiatteiT," thought he, "then will I fiy my last 
shaft mto his very ^zzard." 

Mr. Trevethick's skin was quite compliment- 
proof, if an invitation into the bar parlor was Co 
be the evidence of its having been pierced. 

"You should comedown in the summer-time. 
Sir," said he, coolly; "then you ivill find lota of 
folks to talk with. At present I am afraid yon 
must put up with your own company." And the 
huge frame of the landlord was already moving 
towai'd the door. 

"I am afr(ud so, indeed, "said JSichard, care- 
lessly. ' ' Parson Whymper ought lo have known 
better than to send me down here at such a time 

John Trm-ethick slopped at once, and Rich- 
ard saw reflected in the glass above the fire-place 
a look of intense interest. He could not have 
supposed so phlegmatic a face was capable of so 



"Parson who, didyousav. Sir? Whymper?" 

"Yes; an excellent friend of me anil mine; 

ihe chaplain of Mr. Cnvew, of Cvompton . It was 

he who told me how I might fill iiiy s ketch-book 
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with tlie beauties of Gethin ; ami added, that I 
should have a hearly welcome from one John 
Trevelhick, if I gave his name." 

"And that jou shall, Sir,"cried the landlord, 
returning (o (he lable, and striking his broad 
IMdm upon it^ to give emphasis to his words. 
"A friend ot Mr. Whjmpef's should be always 
welcome heie. How is he. Sir? And how is 
Mr. Catew?" 

"I have seen noiihcr of them since 1 was 
staying at Crompton three months ago or so," 
said Kithttrd, coolly. " They were well enough 
then, though the Sq^nire was doing his best, as 
usual, to exhaust his constitution and his parse; 
and the chaplain, as usnal, also, was mating 
things as straight as he could, and putting the 
skid on where he dai-ed. But you know all 
about that, Mr. Trevetbick, I dare say, almost as 
well as I do. I am Sony yon won't ta.ke anoth- 
er glass of wine." 

"I think I will, if you permit me to change 
tny mind, Hii;" said the other, suiting the action 
to the word. ' ' Now, the idea of your being so 
intimate with Parson Whymper, and iiaving 
staid at Squire Carew's 1 Why, the Squire's my 
landlord, and owns aU about here— leiistway, 
short of Dunloppel. It's unlucky that this cop- 
per should have cropped outjost beyond him, as 

"There is no mine here belonging to him 
then, eh?" 

"Well, no, Sir; not, properly speaking, a 
mine, there ain't;" and the well-pracliced hand 
of the landlord shook as he put down the glass, 
BO (hat it clanked against the bottle. 

Bichard Yorke laughed a, short diy laugh, ap- 
parently at some reflection of his own. 

' ' Well, I'm sorry jonVe got your fi-iend, land- 
lord, and theiefore can not have a chat with me ; 
for it is evident we should find something to talk 
about together." 

"And I'm sorry too, Sir. Though, if you 
wouldn't be too proud to come into our bar par. 
lor — but then I can scarcely ask a gentleman 
as has been nsed to Crompl^n to do that." 

"Indeed, I shall be very pleased to come," 
said Richard, frankly. "I have nothing (o be 

?roud of, I assure you ; and if I had, why should 
not accept the company of an honest man ?" 
"Very good. Sir. There's only me, and my 
daughter Hany, and this friend of mine, Solo- 
mon Coe. If you'll please to walk this way. " 

"Let's take the botfle with us, and then, per- 
haps, Mr. Coa will help us to flnish it." 

And bearing that tofeen of amity in his hand, 
John 'ftevethick led the way into the bar parlor. 



CHAPTER SIV. 



Tee bar parlor of the Gethin Castle was a 
small sung apartment in the rear of (he house, 
and therefore exposed to the full finy of the At- 
lantic winds, which were now roaring without, 
and enhanced, by their idle menace, the comfort 
of its closely drawn red curtains, and its ample 
lire, the gleam of which was cast back from a 
goodly array of glasses and vessels of burnished 
pewter. Upon a well-polished oat chest— the 
pride of the house, for oak wiis almost as rare 



at Gethin as among the Esquimaux— stood a 
mighty punch-bowl ; and on the mantel-pieca 
was a grotesque piece of earthen-ware, used for 
holding tobacco, about which some long clay 
pipes and peacocks' feathers were artistically ar- 
ranged. A smell of nutmeg and lemons pervaded 
this apartment, and pleasantly accorded with its 
almost tropical temperature ; and the contrast it 
altogether afforded to his own more stately but 
de3oIat» "private sitting-room," with its disused 
air and comfortless stu'roundings, struck Bichard 
very agreeably. On a chintz-covered sofa, in the 
moat retired corner of this parlor, sat Solomon 
Coe and Hairy Trevethick, and it was diClicult 
to say in which of their countenances the most 
astonishment appealed when the young painter 
presented himself at the door. Harry's cheeks, 
which were not pale before, became crimson, 
though she neither moved nor spoke. But Sol- 
omon rose, and, with a frown, seemed to be ask- 
ing of Trevethick the reason of this unexpected 

"Thisisafriendof Mr. Whjmper's,"said the 
landlord, setting down the sherry on the table ; 
" and therefore, I am sure, the friend of aU of 
us. That's my danghler Ilarry, Sir ; and that" 
(and here he grinned) "is Solomon Coe, a very 
intimate friend of hers — as yoo may see. We 
are a family party, in fact, or shall be some day; 
so, pray, make jonrself at home. " 

"I have seen Mr, Coe before," said Richard, 
frankly, and shaking that gentleman's unwilling 
hand ; " and, thongh he took me for » bagman, 
I bear him no malice on that account." 

"A bagman ! Lor, Sol, what conld j-ou ha' 
been thinking about 7" laughed Trevethick, grim- 
ly. " Why, this here gentleman has been stop- 
ping at Crompton with the Squire! But you 
. mustn't mind Sol, Sir ; his mind ain't free jnst 
now. Well, Harrj;, lass, why don't you get up 
and shake hands with the gentleman i" 

"1 have seen this yonng lady before, also," 
explidned Richard. " It was she who was good 
enough to get me the key of the castle, which I 
have just returned, by-tbe-by, to your father," he 
added. 

Harry gave him a look which showed him lliat 
his second pilgrimage up the rock was not unap- 
preciated. 

" Did you see the chapel. Sir, and the tombs ?" 
inquired she. 

"I hardly know, indeed, "said Richard. "It 
was the climb itself that I enjoyed the most, and 
shall never forget as long as I live." 

" Oh, but you roust go properly over our ruins, 
young gentleman," said Trevethick, with the air 
of a proprietor, "My girl here, or Solomon, 
must show yon them to-morrow, for they need 
a bit of explanation. Sol knows all about them. 
Don't you, Sol?" 

" Oh yes; J know," answered Solomon, dog- 
: ^'bi 



"It is a wild night, indeed," said Richard, 
putting aside the curt^, and looking out through 
the shntterless window. "The clouds are driving 
by at a frightful speed." 

"Ay, and it ain't only the clouds," said Trev- 
ethick, filling his pipe, and speaking with great 
gravity ; ' ' the Flying Dntchnian was seen off the 
point not two houre ago." 
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"By old Mndge, I suppose?" oliserved Solo- 
mon, deri&ivdj'. 

"Ye3, by old Madge," retorted the landlord, 
Blnrdil}-. "'She as knew oar life-boat was lost 
last year witli all hands long before she drove 
into Tarlocfc Bay, bottom upward." 

"But how was that?" inquired Kichard, with 
inleresi 

" Well, Sir, it was this way," said Trerethick. 
"It was a stormy night, though not so bad a one 
as this is like to be, and the life-boat had gone 
out to a disabled Indlaman. She had been away 
three honra or more, when, as I was sitting in 
this very parlor, in came Madge, looking scared 
enough. She had been toTnrlockon an errand 
forme. So, 'Sit down,' says I, 'and tate a glass, 
for you look as thongh the wind had blown your 
wits away, old woman.' 'Tain't that, John 
Trevethickj'says she; 'but I'm near frightened 
to death. I've seen a sight as I shall never for- 
get to my dying day. I have just seen our life- 
boat men— all nine of 'em. The Lord have 
mercy oh thdr souls!' 'Well, why not?' says 
I, ' Why shouldn't you ha' seen 'em ? They've 
got back sooner than we hoped for — that's all. ' 
' Nay,' said she ; ' but I met 'em coming out of 
Gcthin — away from home — the home they will 
never see agtun— all wet and white like conisea. 
They're drowned men, as sure as you stand Uiere, 
John Trevethick.' And so it turned out, poor 
fellows !" 

"And did you tell anybody of this before you 
knew that they were drowned ? inquired Kichard. 

"Ay, that's the point," mntteved Solomon, 
approvingly. 

"No," said Trevethick. "I didn't believe 
the old woman, and I thonght her story would 
be very ill taken ; go I kept it to myself. But it 
turned ont true for all that ; the thing happened 
just as I say. John Trevethick lun't no liar." 

"Of course you are slating what jou believe 
to be the fact, saii Bichard, ia a condtiating 
tone; "I don't doubt that." 

"Jost so; he's told it so often that he really 
does believe it," said Solomon, laughing. "But 
whiU seems curious is, that it is always Madge — 
a purblind old woman, as wants to be thought a 
witch — as sees these things — drowned sailors, and 
Flying Dutchmen, and so forth. I should like 
to know who else has ever had the chance ?" 

"Lots of folks," said the landlord, doggedly. 

"Well, jou've been here these forty years, 
said Solomon, " have wdm seen 'em ? And Har- 
ry here has been at Gethin all her life, has she 
seen 'em?" 

There was an awkward wlence. Harry had 
turned veiy pale— in terror, as Kichard thought, 
of the dispute between her father and Solomon 
becoming serious. 

"That's naught to do with it," said Treve- 
thick, sharply. "You're no Gethin man, Solo- 
mon, or you wouldn't talk so. Why, didn't 
Madge describe the very ship as was lost off 
Castle Bock, tho night before we ever set » 
on her? and wasn't it printed in the paper?' 

" In the next Saturday's paper : yes, rep 
Solomon, curtly. 

"Nny, 1 heard the old woman with my i 
ears," said Harry, gravely. "There had 1 
no wreck when she told me she had seen 
schooner. 'The Firfflt/,' said she, 'will m 
coifle nearer home than Gethin Bay ; you n 



my words.' Tliat was twelve houis, ny, and 
loro, before she struck." 
"Forgive me for interrupting," said Eichard; 
but I don't understand this matter. Is it sup- 
posed that a vessel announces her own destruc- 
' )n beforehand ?" 

"Sometimes," said Trevethick, gravely. "A 
ship is as well known here — if she belongs to 
this part of the coast — as a house is known in 
the Midlands. Well, if she's doomed, Madge^ 
and it ain't only Madge neither — wih see her 
days before she comes to her end. 'J'his Firfjly, 
for example, belonged to Polwheel, and had 
away for weeks." 
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argued Trevethick. "What 
o her that she should think she 
to the bay, and break to pieces 
against the rock out vender? And why should 
she tell her vision to If arry ?" 

That certainly seems strange, indeed," said 
Richard, "as showing she attached importance 

the affair hersell It was a most carious coin- 
cidence, 10 say the least of it. But what is this 
Flying Dutchman, of which you also spoke? I 
did not know he ever came so far out of his 
proper latitude as this." 

"He's seen before great storms, however," 
Trevethick; " you ask the coast-guard men, 
and hear what thsy say. There's many a craft 
has put out to her from Gethin, and come quite 
close, so that a man might almost reach her with 
a boat-hook, and then, all of a Enddcn, tliere M 
nothing to be seen but the big waves." 

John Trevethick had more to say to the name 
e^ct, to which Bichard listened with attentive 
courtesy; while at the same time he held to 
the same skeptical view entertained by Solomon, 
Thus he won the good opinion of both men ; 
and of that of the girt he felt already assured. 
He scarcely ever addressed himself to Hanj, and 
as much as possible avoided gadng at her. If 
the idea of his paying any serious attention to 
her had ever been put into her father's mind, the 
intelligence that he had been the ftiend and 
guest of Carew's had been probably sufficient to 
dissipate it : the social position which that fact 
implied seemed to make it oat of the question 
that he should be Harry's suitor. It only re- 
mained for him to disabuse Solomon of the same 
notion. This was at first no easy task ; but the 
stubbornness with which his rival resisted his air 
templs at conciliation gave way by degrees, and 
at last vanished. To have been able to make 
common cause with him upon this question of 
loeal supei-stition wBsa great point gained. Sol- 
omon had a hard head, and prided himself upon 
hia fi'eedom from such weaknesses ; and he hailed 
an ally in a battle-field on which he had con- 
tended at odds, five nighta out of every seven, 
for years. Harry, as we have seen, shared her 
fiither's sentiments in tho matter ; and it was a 
great stroke of policy in Richard to have espoused 
the other dde. He would, of course, have much 
preferred to agree with her — to have embraced 
any view which had the attraction 6f her adi^o- 
cacy ; but it now gave him genuine pleasure to 
find his opposition esdling her to petulance. 
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thick believed in "Knockers" and "Bnccas," 
spirits wlio indicate tlie posiciun of good lodes by 
blows with invisibla picks ; and, its these had 
more immediate connection with his own aDUirs 
than the nautical phenomMifi, be clang to bis 
creed with even greater tenacity than before. 

diffienlly that Eichard conld pnt in an inquiry as 
to whence these spirits came who thus interested 
themselves in the success of human ventures. 

"I know nothinn of that," said Trevethick, 
frankly, "any more than I know where that 
wind comes from that is shaking yonder pane ; 
I only know that it is theie. " 

"Kay, father, bat / know," siud Hariy, wilii 
a little blush at her ovra eradition: "the Bue- 
caa are the ghosts of the old Jews who cvucitied 
our Lord, and were sent as slaves by the Uomau 
emperor to work the Cornish mines. " 

" Veij hl(e,"said Trerethiok, approvingly, al- 
thoi^h probably withoat any cleai' conception 
of the historical picture thus presented to him. 
"It's the least they could do in the spirit, atier 
having done so much mischief in the flesh. " 

The contradiction involved in this exemplary 
remark, combined with the absurdity of repent- 
ance tsking the form of interest in mining spec- 
ulations, was almost too much lor lUchard's 
sense of humor ; bat he only nodded with gravi- 
ty, as became a man who was imbibing in^rma- 
tion, and inquired further, whether, in addition 
to these favorers of industry, there were . any 
spirits who worked ill to miners. 

" Weil, 1 can't say as there are," said tiie land- 
lord, with the air of a man who can afford to 
give a point in an argument ; ' ' but there's a 
many things not of this world that happen un- 
derground, leastway in ohi" mines, for Bol there 
is from the north, and it mayn't be the Bame in 
those parts." 

"It certainly is not," interrupted Solomon, 
taking his pipe out of his mouth to intensify the 
positiveness of his position. 

"I say," continued Trevethick, reddening, 
"that down in Cornwall here tliere is scarce a 
mine withoat its spirit o' some sort. At Wheal 
Vor, for example, a man and his eon waie once 
blown to pieces while blasting ; and, nothing tie- 
idg left of them but fragments of flesh, the en- 
gine-man put 'em into the furnace with his 
shovel ; and now the pit is full of little bhu:k 
dogs. I've seen one of 'em myself.' 

Solomon laughed aloud. 

Hichard was expecting an explosion of wrath. 
The old man turned toward him quietly, and ob- 
served ivith tender gravity : " And in a certain 
mine, which Sol and I are both acqnainled with, 
a white rabbit always shows itselfbefore any ac- 
cident which proves fatal to man. It vras seen 
on tlio day that Sol's father sacrificed his Ufe for 
mine." Then he told the story which Richard 
had already heard from Harry's lip^ while Sol- 
omon smoked in silence, and Hari^ looked hard 
at the fire, as though — as lUchard thought — to 
avoid meeting the glance of her Other's heredit- 
aij benefeetor. 

"You are right to remember such a noble 
deed MS long as you live," said Richard, when 
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the old man had done. "My own life," added he, 
in a lower tone, ' ' was once preserved by one whom 
I shall love and honor as long as I have breath." 

He saw the color glow on the young girl's 
cheek, and (he fire-light shine with a new brill- 
iance in her eyes. Keither Trevethick nor Solo- 
mon had canght his observation ; at the moment 
it was made the former was stretching out bis 
great hand to the latter, moved by that memory 
of twenty years ago, and, perhaps, in token of 
for^veness for his recent skepticism. 

"Then there's the Dead Hand at Wheal 
Danes, father," observed Harfy, in somewhat 
hasty resumption of the general snbject. 
OS carious as any, and more terrible. " 

"Wheal Danes!" said Solomon, 
how comes tJtat about, when nobody ce 
have been kiUed there? It's been disused ever 
since the Roman time, I thought?" 

" Yes, yes ; so it has, "answered Trevethick, 
impatiently. 

" But I thought you told me about it your- 
self; father ?" persisted Harry, " How yoa saw 
the Thing, with a ftame at the finger-tops, going 
up and down where the laddei's used to be, and 
heard voices calling from the pit," 

"Not I, wench — not L That was only what 
was told me by other folks. — Take another glass 
of your own sherry before supper,Sir; and after 
that we will have a bowl of punch." 

The hospitaUties of Mr. Trevethick were, in 
fact, profuse, and his manner toward lUchard 
most conciliatory. 

"We'll be glad to see jou, Sol and I, in our 
littie parlor, whenever you feel in want of com- 
pany, were his last words at parting for the 
night. And, "Ay, ay, that's so, had been Sol- 
omon's indorsement. 

Harry liad said nothing ; but the tender press- 
ure of his hand, when he wished her good-night, 
had not gone nnretumed, and was an invitation 
more w^come than words. The events of the 
day, the Conversation of the evening, had given 
him plenty of matter for reflection ; but the touch 
of those soft fingers was more potent, and the 
dreams evoked by it swallowed up all soberer 
thoughts. Ho sat up for hours that night, pic- 
turing to himself a future altogether new to his 
imagination ; and when he went to bed it was 
not to rest. His excited brain was fed with a 
nightmare vision. He thought that he was once 
moi-e with Harry on the castled rock ; his lips 
were pressed to hers ; his arm was around her 
waist, jast as they had been; bat, instead of 
his slipping alone over the precipice, they fell to- 
gether ; and as they did so — not without a wild 
delight mingling with his despair — she was sud- 
denly plucked away from him, and, as he sank 
headlong down, down, he saw that Solomon Coe 
bad caught her in his arms, and, with her father, 
was looking down upon him with savage and le- 
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There are wild places yet in the world, and 
primitive folk. Even in England there are lo- 
calities of which the phrase, "It is a hnndred 
years beiiindhand," still holds good; and so it 
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was with Geihin. Its wind-an-ept moors, its 
rock-bound coast, h4d inhabitants altogether dif- 
fering from the men of fields and farms; to Kich- 
ard, a man of jileasure from the town, they seem- 
ed a foreign race. They were rongh in externals, 
but kindiy and genial at heurt ; given to hospi- 
tality, and, though good at a bargain, by no means 
greedy of gain. Above all there were no beggars. 
The poorest Gethin man would open a gate for 
jou, or walk a hundred yards out of his way 
show you your road, without asking for, or ev 
expeeiing, a coin. Tbey were, however, as d 
lighted OS surprised to get it; and l>efore tha 
open-handed young artist had been a week in 
the place he had demoralized it by his largesses. 
As, however, his smile and his thanks always 
acconipanied these presents, he was served more 
for love's sake than the money's, and enjoyed a 
popularity which can not be purchased, and which 
yet is impoaaihie to be won by one who has no- 
thing 10 ^ve. He liad the reptitation among 
these simple folks, who knew how to be f i-ugal 
thamaelvea, of having a superfluity of wealtli ; 
his air and manner shoived he had been always 
used to be lavbh (as indeed he had), and nour- 
ished this delusion, which extended, though upon 
other grounds, to the tenants of the little inn. 
John I'revethick and his friend ^lomon would 
>t have been much impressed with the expend- 
IT , p j_ 1... _jj improvident youth 
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no idea that his landscape -paintmg 
thing else than an amusement — as it was prac- 
ticed by hulf tlie yonug ladies nnd gentlemen 
who visited Gethin in the summei months; he 
took him for an amateur, and if he had seen 
his sketches, and been a judge of art, ho would 
have heen only fortiHed in his conclusion. He 
liked the yonng fellow upon his own account, 
thongli not so mnch as his handsome lace and 
pleasant manners, combined with his desire to 
please, caused others to do ; for Mr. Trevelhick 
was not at all impressionable in such matters. 
Richai'd lulled him in his heart for the scanty 
crop of regaiil he seemed to get ont of him, not- 
withstanding nil his pains; he had never made 
so continued an eifottto make himself agreeable 
and with so small a result; but his aelf-love 
would have been more deeply wounded had he 
known that his own exertions would not have 
even gained him what they did, had they not 
been seconded by a hidden ally in the landlord's 
breast. lUchard's desire to conciliate was fully 
recipL'ocated by Trevethick, who wished above 
^1 things to make friends with the friend (if 
Parson Whym(ter; only conciliation was so 
much out of his line. The old man and the 
young had absolutely nothing in common except 
thwt love for Harry. 

Upon the other hand, John Trevethicl and Sol- 
omon Coe were cast almost in the same mould. 
Notwithstanding the former's superstition he was 
intelligent and shrewd enough in practical mat- 
ters, and had, indeed, quite a genius for mechan- 
ica. Deprived of his underground occupation by 
the catastrophe with which we are acquainted, he 
had set his wits to ivork at home on the matters 
with which he had hitherto but physically con- 
cerned himself; and the liibor of his head had 



proved more lucrative t'lan that of his hand. 
He had invented several improvements in the 
working machinery of the mine which had so 
nearly proved his tomb ; these had been adopt- 
ed, with considerable profit to himself^ in other 
places ; and the money thus acquired he had not 
frittered away (as is usual in snch cases) in spec- 
ulative investments. In the interim between his 
pving up his trade and liis reaping tiie frnils of 
his inventions he had lasted the litlomess of 
poverty, nnd that had made him very cautious. 
Sut he had a small share in Dunloppel, which 
seemed likely to turn out very profitable ; and 
he had built the inn, the retams from which 
were more than sufficient to support him— in- 
deed, it was rumored that John Trevethick had 
been laying by a pretty penny, and could hold 
his head much higher if he pleased. His pleas> 
ores were certainly not expensive, for they con- 
sisted in fencyiran-working, the results of which 
brought him in a considerable sum ; and in oc- 
casionally getting drunk, which, being a publican, 
could accomplish at the most I'casonnble jig- 
!. He was a hard unlovable man, and inter- 
esting only as statistics mfty be said to be as 
compared with literature — in a hard, practical 
way. If superstitious, he was by no means re- 
ii^ous ; and, though honest, he was grasping. 
He took time to resolve upon a matter; but, 
when once his resolution was hxed, his will was 
and hia heart was stone. It was certainly 
us that one of Trevethick's character should 
have entertained so long and freshly his sentiment 
of gratitude even to a man that hod saved his life 
at the expenae of his own ; but even this may 
have had its roots in egotism. Ilad the person 
saved been his wife or his daughter the leeling 
would not perhaps have been so enduring; and 
in carrj-ing it out, as he fully purposed to do, liy 
bestowing Harry's hand Upon Solomon, he was 
certainly not nninHuenced by the liicl that the 
latter was, pecuniarily speaking, an excellent 
match. 

Like himself, hia intended aon-in-Iaw was the 
architect of his own fortunes; bat he had built 
up in adilFerent wny. His youth had been 
spent in ilie coal-mines of the north; and, though 
'> lucky stroke of the pick can there make one 
;h, as It can in other underground localities, his 
rength and skill had met with their full reward. 
And what he had gained he had not wasted. 
Pound after ponnd he had laid by, until enougli 
had been saved for investment; and it was ^- 
omon'a boast in after-years that he had never got 
less than ten per cent, for any of it. It waa all 
ventured on underground speculationa, some of 
them hazardous enough— -but all had pi'ospered ; 
and hereJohn Trevethick's judgment, though the 
old man himself had not the courage to foUow it, 
had been of great advantage to him. Everything 
he touched turned, if not to gold, at least to tin 
copper ; and before the lode ceased to yield 
Solomon had sold his shares at a good ptemi- 
and placed the proceeds in another pit. He 
sown, as it were, his money in the earth, 
and reaped a golden harvest. And now Dmdop- 
pel, his last venture, seemed likely to prove his 
best: and it ivas another strand in the strong 
bond between himself and Trevethick that the 
latter had also a share in that undertaking. 
There are some men with whom a common ]je- 
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pathy of wHch (heir nature is capable ; and neT- 
er had the landlord of the Gelhia Castle been 
more closely attached to his guest and son-in- 
law elect than at this time, when Richard Yorke 
proposed, to himself to part them; as though a 
gilded suiuiuer skiff should thrust itself hetween 
two laden coal-bai^s, and bid them budge- 
It was at teOEt a week before Solomon Coe 
conld be induced to open his lips before Hichard, 
beyond the utterance of a few pith^ sentences; 
not that the smouldering embers of jealousy had 
been fanned in the mean time— for Kichaid hW 
been prudence itself in his behavior to Hany — 
but because the miner could not comprehend the 

Jonng fellow, ond therefore distrusted him. The 
ght and airy manners, which were as natural to 
Richard as was John Trevethick's ponderous cun- 
ning or his o\vn seli-satisiied reticence, seemed to 
Solomon mere atFectalion, and even his appeal^ 
ance effeminate and dandified ; but when he saw 
that he wore no other air when conversing with 
the pitmen of Dunloppel—an expedition under- 
taken with himself at Richard's special invita- 
tion — and marked how actively he climbed the 
tall, steep ladders, and how fearlessly he Irasled 
himself 10 the rope, he aci^tiitted him of such 
artful fopperies. Of Richard's intelligence he 
had formed a good opinion from the time when 
the latter had enlisted himself upon his side in 
the argnment concerning superstition ; and it 
flattered his vanity to find so sensible and ac- 
complished a yonng fellow deferring to his opin- 
ion Dpon all practical points, and apparently de- 
aicons of obtaining his views upon them. 

There was one subject, the experience of his 
early years, upon whith Solomon was never 
averse to descant, could he once be got to talk 
at all; and it was a certain token — as one, at 
least, of the companv well knew — that his preju- 
dice against Bichard was quite surmounted when 
Solomon began to unfold to bin, over their ponch 
in (he bar parlor, the annals of his undergroond 
career. Often had he done so to Harry — like 
another Othello (and ahnost as swarthy) narra- 
ting his adventures to his Desdemona — but nev- 
er bad she been so pleased to listen as now, when 
^e needed but to seem to hear, and, withoat the 
penalty of reply, conld feed her eyes npon yonng 
lUchard's listening fatie. It is hard when, in the 
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breath in making the running for one's rival 

And vet the talk of Solomon Coe was well 
werth listening to. He l«ld of the great war 
which is always being waged by man beneath 
the earth against the powers of Water, and Fire, 
and Foul Air, and of the daring deeds he had 
seen wrought against them. He told of coal-pits 
that had been on fire from time immemorial, 
above which no snow would lie, by reason of the 
heat beneath, and where the grass of the mead- 
ows was always green. He told of others which 
had been suddenly inundated by a neighboring 
river, or by the waters from old workings, let in 
by a single nnlucky blow, whereby scores and 
scores of strong men were overwhelmed, whose 
corpses floated about for months in the dark 
drowned pit before their folloivs above-ground 
coold get at them. 

His speech was somewhat sullen and hesita- 
ting, and what he said was interrupted by whiffs 
of smoke and sips of liquor ; but the natare of 
the subject was so absorbing that it needed no 



gitls of eloquence. It interested Richard in spite 
of himself; and Solomon was not indifferent to 
the flatteiy which the yoimg artist's attention 
conveyed, and scarcely needed the entreaties of 
Trevelhicb to persuade him to throw off his na- 
tive reticence. What he forgot, and had men- 
tioned in former narrations, the landlord supple- 
mented i and when " Sol" became technical and 
obscure the other performed the part of chorus 
or explainer. If tEie former had been some gift- 
ed anunal, and the latter its proprietor, he conld 
not have taken a greater pride in the exhibition 
of its talent than did the landlord in these nar- 
rations. Now he would look at Richard, and 
nod and wink, as though to bespeak his special 
attention to what was coming ; and now he wonld 
wave his pipe, like a dumb orchestra playing slow 
music, to e:<press the tremendous nature of a sit- 
aation. Perhaps he was genuinely impressed by 
these tbrice-tofd tales — perhaps he was endeav- 
oring, by a feigned admiration for Sol's expeii- 
ences and exploits, to jnstify his choice of a son- 
in-law not altc^ther suited to his Harry. To 
do the raconteur justice, he was by no means so 
egotistic as his aider and abettor, and Trevethick 
would express his regrets to Richard that it was 
so hard to get Sol to dismiss generalities and talk 
about himself. "It's onaccoontof Harrybdng 
here, yon see, " explained he behind his homy 
hand, but in a tone periectly audible to the oth- 
er tenants of the bar parlor; "or else he would 
tell yon how the timbering of tiie pit once fell 
upon him, so as nothing ivas free but his head 
and bis left hand ; and yet he never lost his wits 
in all his agony, but told the men where to saw 
and what to do ; but he don't like to boast be- 
fore the 'gaL'" 

Then Richard, taking tho hint, inquired of 
Solomon whether any incident particalarlj strik- 
ing had ever happened to himself during his un- 
derground experience ; and Solomon replied, witb 
affected carelessness; "Ho, not as I know on; 
nothing particular." 

Then Trevethick broke in with, "What] not 
when you was shut npin theseamatDnnston?" 

"Oh yes, to be snre," said Sol, as though the 
recollection of the circumstance had only just 
occurred to him; "there was that, certjunly; 
but it was when I was quite a boy. I was not 
quite seventeen when Dunston Colliery was 
drowned. The Gatton poured right in upon 
it, and they have not got the water out of it in 
places lo this day. It was always said that the 
pit was being worked too near the river; but 
that was tittle thou^t about by those as was 
most concerned, and it never disturbed the head 
of a lad Uke me, of com'se. It was in the after- 
noon of the 12th of December, a date as I am 
not likely to forget, when the thing happened. 
Two males — one old man and a middle-aged 
one — and myself were at work in a heading to- 
gether, when snddenly we heard a noise like 
thunder. 'That's never blasting,' says one. 
'The Lord have mercy on ns,' cries the other; 






For, as I et 



risk was quite well known, though it 
considered smalt, and made a freqnent jest of. 
Nothing that ever I heard was equal to that 
noise ; the waves in Giethin caverns here, during 
storm, are a whisper to it ; the whole pit seemed 
to he roaring in npon us. We all ran up tho 
gallery, which, fortunately for us, had a great 
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slope, and cvonched down at the end of it. We 
heftrd the water pouring in and filling all the 
worltings lionettth us, and then pouring in and 
iilUiig ours. It reached our feet, and left ag but 
a very limited space, in which t)ie air was com- 
pressed, when the noise of the inundation ccjised. 

ecarcely hear one another spealt. We knew that 
the whole mine had become a lake by that time, 
and that it would lake months to drain her, if 
she was ever drained. We knew that wo were 
buried alive hundreds of feet beneath the earth ; 
and yet we did not quite lose heart. There was 
tins gleank of hope : supposing that the next gal- 
lery, which was on a higher level than our own, 
was not also flooded, we could be got at tEu-oagh 
the soam. We did not know the fact that it was 
more than sixty feet of solid coal, and would 
have taken under ordinary circumstances at Wst 
four weeks to dig through ; we only knew that, 
if a door of escape was to open any where, it 
must open there. We kept tapping with the 
heels of our boots at equal intervals against this 

"The miner'B signal," explained the landlord, 
with ft wave of bis pipe. 

" We felt that if we were once heard, and if 
hard work conld do it, that our mates would 
save us yet ; and we encouraged one another as 
well as we could. But presently the oil in our 
lamps gave out, and we were letl in darkness ; 
and then our hope grew fiunt indeed. We had 
knocked for four-and-twenty hours unintermit- 
^ngly without any reply. We did not cease, 
however, to discuss the possibilities of escape. 
We knew that all was being done for us above- 
ground that could be done ; that (he surveys of 
the mine were well executed ; and that it was 
known exactly where we were, if we were alive 
at all. There were more than a hundred men 
employed in the lower workings, and it was a 
certainty that not one of them could have es- 
caped death ; the attention, therefore, of the en- 
gineers would be concentrated npon those parts of 
the mine that might possibly be left above water. 

" On the second night of our imprisonment we 
heard a distinct reply to our signal ; the old man 
who was of our company began lo weep for joy, 
thoagh he was doomed, as it turned oQt, poor 
soul! never to see the light. 'We shall be 
saved,' he said; 'do not fear.' Wo knocked 
again, and again the reply was heard — they had 
found us out, and would never relax their efforts 
to save us. 'God bless them!' said we all. 
We laid onr ears close to the rock, and presently 
heard the strokes of the pick, but not very dis. 
tinctly. When the other said he was afraid the 
rock was thick, the old man cried out : ' No, it 
was not that ; it was because we were dull of 
hearing.' The &ct was, that the seam was not 
only thick, hut very hard. It was strange, in- 
deed, though sounds are easily transmitted 
through rocks of considerable thickness, how 
our feeble laps had been heard at all. Day aft- 
er day, and each day a black night, went on ; 
every hour was lo be the last of our captivity, 
according to the old man ; as for me, I was al- 
most worn out, and heavy with sleep, but he 
WHS in constant motion, knocking and listening. 
Then suddenly we heard a splosh in the water 
beneath us — ho had Inst his balance, slid down 
Ihe inchned pLine, and been dromied. He nev- 
D 
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stirred a limb nor uttered a cry. His fate 
discouraged and alarmed us two survivors ex- 
ceedingly. If help was coming, we now felt it 
would never come in time. We dug into the 
shale with the handles of our lamps and with our 
dingers, to moke our position more secure. We 
venture lo speak of our late companion's 
ine another. Horror overwhelmed us, so 
enfeebled had we become through famine and 
fatigue. We had devoured our leather belts, 
and even crumbled the rotten wood of the tim- 
ber-props in water, and eaten that ; but we were 
now consumed by thirst, which we dared no 
longer quench. We were afraid to venture down 
as before for the water in which the old man had 
sank to death ; and.it was that which had kept 

forget about how you made a backet of 

your boots, Sol," suggested Trevethick, gravely. 

" Yes, at last we tied a string lo a boot, and 

got the water up that way," continued Solomon ; 

"but our stomachs turned against it." 

" It was not so good as my punch," observed 
the landlord, parenthetieoUr, and emptying his 
steaming giius. 

dark days came and went, though, of 
course, wo could not tell how many; then, all 
if a sudden, we heard a human voice, inquiring ; 
How many are you?' 'We.are thi-ee,' was 
lur reply. We had not the conrage even then 
own that one of us had already been taken ; 
death seemed still so near to us. The aperture 
which had thus let in the world upon ns was also 

"And what was it you asked for first?" inter- 
rupted the landlord, with a nod at Uichard, as 
much as to say : " Listen now ; (his is curious." 
What we wanted was light. ' Light above 
all things!' was our cry. But our deliverers 
could give us hut little of that, for they had 
scarcely any themselves. They had been work- 
ing in a narrow gallery, by means of five inclined 
driftways, at each of which oiily one man could 
ply his pick at a time, and where tight and air 
could only be procured artificially. The coal 
was carried out in baskets as &Et as it was hewn 
out: the atmosphere in which they thus Killed 
like giants, naked to the waist, was almost suf- 
focating ; yet, under these conditions, they had 
literally effected in tour days, to save our lives, 
what it would have taken them four weeks to do, 
had they been working by the piece for wages. 
They had even l)een compelled to put up vsnti- 
iators, and their lamps would only bum when 
close to these. They gave us broth through a 
tin pipe ; but almost another day elapsed before 
the hole was laige enough for them to carry us 
through it in their arms." 

"And there was nobody else saved, was 
there ?" inquired the landlord, with a tiiumph- 

"There was not," said Solomon, expressing 
his tobacco smoke very slowh. "Out of a hun- 
dred and thirteen men who bad been caught by 
tlie flood iu Dunston, we two were the sola sur- 

Many other stories of the like sort had Solo- 
mon to tell, and fur not one of them was ho in- 
debted to his imagination. His experience of 
life had been remarkable, and it had impressed 
itself upon his character. His will \™a as strong 
as that of Trevethick, but he had less of caution ; 
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le 1xitb plodding and 



snd he was at th 
audacious. 

It would noC be well, thought Richard 
sionallj, to have either of these men for si 
my i and he was right. Unhappily, it wi 
possible to win Harry without a quarrel w 
least, one of them, and rather than lose her he 
was prepared to defy them both. If he could 
but have lifted a comer of the curtain that veils 
the future — well, even then, so mad was he by 
this time with the love of her, that he would al. 
most have defied them still. 



CHAPTEK XVI. 



There is a beauty in woman that lakes the 
Eiranger, and another the changeful charm of 
which wins its way deeper and deeper daily into 
the heart of man ; but in the person of Hariy 
Trevethick these two beauties were combined. 
Eichant thought he had never seen any tace half 
eo ^r as that which shone Dpon him through 
the mist on the first day when he came to Geth- 
in; and when he had dwelt there for weeks he 
was of the same opinion still. Harry vvas inno- 
cent, tender-hearted, and gay, and so far the es- 
pression of her features told you truth; but it 
also told you more than that, which you most 
needs believe, though it was not the fact. Her 
face was not the index of her mind in all re- 
spects; it was rather like lh.e exquisite and 
costly dial-phite of a time-piece the works of 
which are indifferent. Her air was spiritual ; 
her voice thrilled your being with its sweet tone ; 
her eyes were full of earnest tenderness ; but she 
was weak of purpose, vacillating rather than im- 
pulsive, credulous, and given (not from choice, 
but fear) to dissimulation. That last fault Rich- 
ard willingly forgave her, since it worked to his 
advantage ; and to the others he would have 
been mora than human had he not been blind. 
For Hany loved him. She had never said so ; 
he had never asked her to say so ; but it was 
taken for granted on both sides. They were 
throvni much together, for Dunloppel — a treas- 
ure-house, which proved richer and richer the 
more it yielded — monopolized the attention of 
both Trevethick and Solomon; they weie in 
high good-humor, and not at all disposed for 
quan-d or suspicion, Harry had always been 
Ibe mistress of her own movements, and she 
went, as usual, whither she liked, and Richard 
went with her. 

The spring was advancing, and brought its 
soft hues even to the barren moors of Gethin, 
and bathed its gray rocks in sunshine. There 
was much to see that was worth seeing, and who 
EO fit as Hariy to point out these objects of at- 
traction with which she had been familiar from 
herchildhood? They strolled along the beach to 
Polwheel, and she showed him how the harbor 
there had been silted up through the wrath of 
(fie menneids, or "menjcnaids, "as sfte ealled 
them, still (under fai'orahio circumstances) Eome- 
times seen sitting on the slate cliff ledges beneath 
the clear blue sea. Tar from ridiculing her su- 
perstitions, he led her on to talk of them ; he 
did not much mind what she talked about so 
long as he could look at her and listen. 



"But why were the Polwhed mermaids so 
ernel, Harry ? I always imagine them bright 
and beautiful beings, with golden hair almost as 
long as yoors, and with nothing to do but to 

"That is so, when they are let alone," said 
Harry, simply; " but even the weakest creatures 
love revenge, and will get it if they can." 

"And quite right loo," interrupted Richard; 
' ' bnC for fear of that the strong w oi Id be more 
uncivil even than they are 

"Well, a mermaid wa'* once cruelly treated 
by a Polwheel man — he fell in love i ilh her, 
and deserted her— and then her ' sters choked 
up the harbor tar 






ddhect 



Ft them 



That must hai e been difiicult though if 1 saw 
you sitting under water yonder, I should certain- 
ly dive, and tiy." 

" You would have no breath to make me pret- 
ty speeches then, " said Harry, demurely. "This 
mermaid was, however, a changed child. A Pol- 
wheel woman was bathing her infant in the pool 
yonder beneath that arched rock, when it sud> 
doniy gave a cry of joy, and leaped from her 
into the sea. She thought it was drowned, 
t came up tho next instant more beautiful 
and bright than ever. She did not herself know 
but that it was her own child, hut there were old 
folks in the tovrn who knew that it was in reality 
a mermaid's changeling. She grew up to be a 
lovely woman, and the Squire of Polwheel at 
that time — for his race has died out since — fell 
in love with her; he treated her veiyill, and she 
died broken-hearted, at Gethin, and was buried 
ur church-yard, where 1 can show you the 

And did no punishment overtake the scoun- 
drel Squire?" 

" Yes. After a great revel one night, he was 
returning home by the sands, and in the moon- 
light beheld a beautiful lady sitting by this same 
pool. She was so like his dead love to lock at 
that he was frightened at first, but she smiled 
and beckoned to him, and then, clasping him in 

:r arms, leaped into the sea, and drowned him ; 

Ld in the storm that arosa that night the merry 
maids filled up the harbor." 

"That was hard upon Polwheel," observed 
Richard, "though the Squire only got what he 
deserved. He must have boon a bad lot." 

"But the mernuud was very foolish to be- 
lieve him," added Harry — "very." 

They visited the Fairy Bower, did these young 
people — the only spot about Gethin where trees 
grew; a beautiful ravine, with a fidl of water, 
and a cavemed cell beside it, where a solitary 
hermit was said lo have dwelt. Notwithstand- 
ing which celibate association, it had n wishing- 
well besides, into which a maiden had but to 
drop a pin, and wish her wish, and stmightway 
the (ace of her future husband was mirrored in 
the water. Through its clear depths yon might 
seethe bottom of the ?ool opite ^ved with ^ins, 
' "And does the charm aJirays work?" a$ked 
Bcehatii, itugftrng; " Try it to-day. " 

"No, no," answered Harry, gravely; "one 
must bo quite alone for that, nod beneath the 
m.oonlight. " 

On Morven Point, a grand old promontory, 
which pushed out many a yard to meet the en> 
croaching waves, and battled with them long be- 
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foro tliej reached tlie muin land, they 
watched the sunsets] looked down upon the 
liusy hive of men tlmt worked upon tiie slute 
quarry beneath, or gazed upon Ihe chips that 
taekedandworetoraakeTurlockHaven. There 
was a tower on this place, half rained and with 
broken steps, up which they climbed logalher on 
one ocoasion, and stood supporting one another 
upon its dizzy lop. There lay around ihem. a 
Bpiendid prospect of sea and huid, but ihey were 
looking into one another's eyes, and yet they did 
not speak of that wMch was nearest to their 
hearts. It was a topic to be avoided as long as 
possible. They only eiyoyod these blissful oppor- 
tanilies— Ihey had only been permitted to thus 
Btroll out together alone and unsnspected — upon 
the tacit understanding that no such thing as 
love could esist between them. If Harry had 
not plighted Eiith to Solomon, her engagement 
to him tacitly existed nevertheless, aud it was 
under its sagis alone thai l3iey had been protected 
and indulged. It was a part of the charaeter of 
the young girl to persimde herself that she was 
doing no harm so lotig as it was possible 1^ en- 
tertain that delnsioii ; and it was all one to 
Eichard what their love was called so long as it 
was love. Else, as they stood alone together in 
the noonday stillness, his arm around her waist, 
as it had not been since that first afternoon upon 
the castled tock, ho must needs have told her 
why the heait that pressed so close against her 
aide was beating high. Just then, however, he 
dared not. Suppose that, by any possibility, he 
had mistalien her sentiments ; suppose, that is, 
an extorted promise, or fear of her Other's an- 
ger, or what not, should compel her to deny his 
suit, and cleave to Solomon ; suppose even tliat 
her simplicity was such — and it was in some things 
man'donsly great — that she had accepted his 
affection as that of a brother — a friend of her fa- 
ther's and of "Sol's"— but no; he felt certain 
that she loved him ; suppose, at all events, for 
whatever reason, she was once again to reprove 
him for yielding to the temptation of her tips, he 
felt that such a rebuke must of Decessi^ finish 
all. She could not forgive him twice, umcss she 
gave him license to offend forever. He dared 
not, therefore, speak directly of that which both 
were thinking of; and yet he could not altogeth- 
er ignore so sweet a subject. 

' ' That is the moor yonder, Harry, over which 
I first came to Gethin — how long ago!" 

" Has the time, then, hung so very heavy on 
your hands?" asked she, seriously. 

"No, Hany, no; on the contrary, I have nev- 
er been so happy ; but when one has a new ex- 
perience, however charming 
to dwindle down one's past t 
had two lifetimes, as it seen 
whN«, and one here ; and ye 
since I met you first, Hany, 
ing lite a sunbeam through the fog. " 

"I remember it well," said Hany, with a 
slight shiver. 

"But not to sigh about it, dear, I trust? You 
are not afraid of me now, as you were then? 
Do jou recollect how scared you were when I 
called you back that day ?" 

" Yes, well," ausweied the young ^rl, earnest- 
ly. "I had a reason for being scared, though 
yon wonid langh at me if I told you what it was. !' 

"Do I ei-er laugh al you, Harry, when you 



o nothing. I have 

tit is but six weeks 
It yonder, gleam- 



wonld have me serioas?" asked Richard, re- 
proachfully. " Come, teli me why you shiank 
from me — as you can not to-day, dear, for, see, I 
have got you close — and why yonr large eyes 
looked so wild and strange that I half thought 
yon mad? Did yon taie me for a ghost?" 

"No; but I had just seen what is far worse 
than any ghost. Did you not mark how pale I 
got that same night ? I thought I should have 
fainted when I was asked" (it was Solomon who 
had put the question, but Solomon's name was 
never mentioned between these two young peo- 
ple) " if I had ever seen a spectre ship. I had 
seen one that very day — only a few minutes be- 
fore I met you — and on this veiy cliff. " 

" Well, and what then ?" said Kiehard, smil- 
ing. "Neither yonr father, nor any one in 
whom you have an interest^ goes to sea. The 
Flying Dutchman did not concern you, I reckon, 
even if he did pay you a call." 

" You do not understand," said Harry, seri- 
ously; "it was not that at all. But when ^a 
mists rise over Turlock sands, as they did that 
day, a black, square-rigged vessel glides across 
them, which bodes ill to those who see her; and 
/ saw her as plain as I see you, " 

" But not so near," said Richard, fondly. 

" She was coming Som Turlock to the quarry 

"To fetch sktes,"inlcrrnpted the other — "no- 
thing more likely." 

"Nay, not she; no craft mould have attempt- 
ed that in sach weather ; and, besides, there was 
not a soul on board of her. She vras sailing 
agmnst what little wind there was, and against 
the tide." 

"But even if this was so, Harry, what of it? 
What harm has come of it ?" 

" Nothing as yet ; nor was I greatly frightened 
at the time. T' * " ' ' 



it here to comfort you. 



happy." 

"Because I v 
Harry. Well, that is re 

She shook her head, and did not return the 
reassuring pressure (rf his hand. "Listen!" ^e 
said. "This misery comes through the person 
whom he who has seen the vision shall next 
meet ; and I thought I knew who I should meet 
on ray way home — one from whom" — she sank 
her voice to a whisper — "I already expected 



This is folly, Harry dear. Am I likely lo 
do you harm, lo make you miserable ?" 

"I do not know," said she. "I sometimes 

He put the long hair hack from her forehead, 
d gazed into her eyes, which were now fast 
filling with tears. " I love you, Harry, with all 
my heart," sighed he — " you know I do. And, 
though you are sometimes cold, and at others 
seem as though you purposely avoided me, I 
think you love me — just a little — too. Better, 
at all events, than the man with whom you yonr- 
eelf liave jnM confessed you expect nothing bul 



icry." 
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"Hnsh, hash!" moaned she. "If I said thai, 
it WDS very wrong." 

"It was the truth, Hany. How coulil it be 
otherwise ? He is not a lover meet for such as 
j-ou ; he is twice your age, and rough and rude 
of speech eren as a suitor. Do you think he 
will be more lender when he is a husband ? He 
is no mate for vou, Hany, nor you for Mm." 

Again she shook her head, wiili a slow mourn- 
ful movement^ as though less in dissent from his 
statement than in despair of remedy, 

"Whatl" cried he, "because his father was 
your fiaher's fiiend, does that ^ve him the right 
to be your husband ?" 

The young girl answered only with her 

"Now tell me, darling — did you ever promise 
to he this man's wife in words ?" 

"Yes— no— I am not sure. X)h yes, I must 
be his j my father has set his mind upon it. 
Nay, do not smile at that ; you don't know what 
my father is. He is not one to cross ;" and, as 
if at the very thought of her stem parent's wrath, 
she lifted up her head fh)m Eiohard's breast, and 
looked around in fear. 

"But suppose I win him to my side, sweet 
Harry?" 

"That you could never do," sighed she. "I 
tell yon yon don't know him." 

"Nay; but I think I do, dear ; and, if I could 
show him that it was to his own advantage to 
have me for his son-in-law, in place of — " 

"You n-oald not persuade himi"interrtipted 
the young pri, firmly— "not even if you were 
Carew of Crompton's heir." 

The words she had nsed were meant to ex- 
jireas exhanstless wealth— for with such was the 
owner of Gethin still credited in that far-away 
comer of his possession — hnt they startled and 
oflended Eichard. "I may not be Carew's 
heir," said he, haughtily; "but I have some 
power at Crompton, and I can exert it in your 
father's favor." 

Hany shook her head. "He wants for no- 
thing," she said, "that you can j^re him. He 
is wealthier than you imagine. He has two 
thousand pounds in notes, for which he has no 
nse; they lie in the strong-box in my room. 
But there, I promised not to speak of that." 

"I am not a barghir in disgoise," said Rich- 
ard, smiling, " and would make your lather rich- 
er rather than rob him. But why should he 
keep so lai^ a sum by him ?" 

" I do not know | but there it is, locked with 
a letter padlock which he made himself. No hn- 
man being can open it, he says, who does not 
know Ihe secret. " 

Richard was silent. Something else than love 
was occupying his Ihoughls, though his fingers 
were making nuuriage rings for themselves of 
Harry's golden hair. It is hke entertaining angels 
unawares lo find after one has fallen in love that 
it is with an heiress. 

"Dear Harry," said he at last, "I think I 
shall take you from your father's willing hands ; 
I have good hope of it, and better since I have 
heard yon so despairing; but, at all events, yon 
nill be mine. Let me hear those sweet lips say 
90. Promise me, promise me, my darling, that 



JO 



will be m 



"I dare not, Richard — ^1 dare not promise 
you," she murmured. 

"But if your father gives mo leave?" ivliis- 
pcred he, his lips to her warm cheek. 

She nttered a soft cry of passionate joy iliat 
told him more than a hundi-ed phrases of assent 
how dear he was to her, and bid her face upon 
his breast. 

Oh happy hour, so bright, and yet so brief! 
Oh golden noon, already on the verge of eve and 
blackest night ! 

How often in the after-lime did that fair anrl 
sunny scene recut to them, a bitter memory; 
how often was that first kiss of love renewed by 
cruel fancy and in mocking dreams, its sweet- 
ness changed to gall I 

Better for one — better, perhaps, for both — if, 
cksped in one another's arms, they had fallen 
from that tall tower's top, and then and there 
had ended life and love together ! 



CHAPTER XVII. 



Never had Richard been in such high spirits 
as on the evening of that day on which Harry 
had made confession lo him of her love, and had 
promised lo be his wife should her father's con- 
sent be guned. It was true that she had been 
far from songnine upon the latter point; but 
Richard had his reasons for being of a diffeient 
opinion. It would be better, every way, if he 
could obtain Trevethick's good-will ; not that he 
at all shared in the girl's dread of his anger, but 
because it really seemed that if he married her 
from her father 9 iTJof he should be fulfilling his 
mother's injunctions in making alliance with an 
heiress. What with his two thousand pounds in 
gold, and his inn, and his lucky mine, it was 
plain that the old man would have no despicable 
sum to leave behind him ; and yet, to do Rich- 
ard jnstice, this only formed an additional incen- 
tive to a project upon which, at all events, he 
had long set his heart He had resolved at all 
hazards fo make the girl his wife. His love for 
her was as deep as it was passionate ; and now 
(hat ha was assured from her own lips of its be- 
ing returned, his heart was filled with joy, and 
spoke out of its abundance. It had been hitbei^ 
to his habit in that family circle round the bar- 
parlor flro to play Ihe part of listener rather than 
of talker. He had nuunly confined himself to 
the exhibition of an attentive interest in Solo- 
mon's stories, or in his host's sagacious obsen-a- 
tions with respect to the investment of capital, 
such as; "One couldn't be too cautious where 
one put one's money;" and, "Where the interest 
was high the risk was great, and where it was 
low it was not worth while to let it leave one's 
hand." Next to the subject of local soperstilion, 
"investment" was the favoiite subject of debate 
between Trevelhick and "Sol;" and Richard, 
whose ignorance insured his impartiality, luid 
been the judicious scale-holder between them. 
Bat upon the present occasion it was the young 
artist who led the l^k and chose the matter. He 
told them of the splendors of Crompton and of 
the man-elous prodigality of its owner, and tliey 
lislcned with greedy ears. To vulgar natures, 
the topic of mere wealth is ever an nttracliv* 
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one, nnd in the present instance ttiere ivas an aH- 
<litiunal whet in appetite in the connection of 
Ciirew with Gethin. He was naturally sn object 
of curiosaty M hia tenant Trerethict, and never 
before had the old man had the opportunity of 
hearing at first liand of the ecceutricittes of the 
Sqnire. In relating them Eichard look good 
care to show by implication on vhat intjmate 
leniis he stood nith him, and hinted at the ob- 
ligation under which he had put him by throwing 
his park gate open so opportunely. The inpreE- 
sion whicli he left upon hie audience, and desired 
to leave, was, that Carew was indebted to him 
for having saved his life. 

"Then it is likely the Squiro would do any 
diing for yon that jon chose lo ask him?" ot- 
served Trerethick, with the thougbt of his own 
debt to Solomon's father doabtlees in his mind. 

"Well, he certainly oogbt to do so," answered 
Biehard, carelessly; " but, on the other hand, it is 
not very probable tliat I shall pot him to the lest." 

"Just so," returned Trevethick, sucking at his 
pipe; "you're independent of the likes of him." 

" Altogether," was Richard's reply. 

The old man spoke qo more, but sat in a cloud 
of smoke and thought for the rest of the evening. 
Even when "Sol" rose np t« go — Harry having 
retired long since, for they kept veir early bonis 
at the Gethin Castk — the landlord did not, as 
nsoal, accompany him, bot mixed himself anoth- 
er glass of his favorite liqnor. As for Richard, 
it was not his custom to seek his bed until after 
midnight ; so Trevelhick and he were left to one 
another's company. It was an opp6rtunity to 
which the lattra had been looking fonvard for 
many a day, but which he had never desired so 
keenly as at that moment. 

"Are yoa likely to be nt Cromplon soon 
•gain ?" inquired the landlord, pursuing the sub- 
ject of Che evening's talk. 

' ' I have no intention of going there at pres- 
ent," returned Kichavd. "The fact is, Mr. 
Trei-ethiek, between ourselves, I am but a poor 
man in comparison with many of those I meet 
there, and their ways and habits aj% too expens- 

"Ay! gamUing and sncti like, I suppose?" 
obsen'ed the landlord, cimningly. "Itia 'Light 
come light go' with the money of that sort of 
folk. I reckon." 

"Just so; and thongli my money comes light 
enough — that is, I have not lo earn it, since my 
mother makes me an allowance— I don't choose 
to risk it at Ihe card-table." 

"Quite right, quite light, yonng gentleman," 
answered the other, approvingly. ' ' But there 
are some pt'iident gentry even at Crompton, I 
suppose. Parson Whymper, for instance, he 
don I gamble, do he?" 

" Certainly not j he is mnch too eugadous a 
man, even if he were rich enough, to play ; but 
for hira, indeed, some say the Squire would have 
come tu the end of his lether before this. Ha 
manages every thing at Crompton, asj-ouknow." 

"And yet Carew don't want money?" said 
the landlord, musing. 

"Well, I havebeen his gu«st,"retnmed Rich- 
ard, smiling ; "and it is scarcely [air of me lo 
iipe.ik of his embarrassmenis. He does not cer- 
tainly want it so much but that he can still af- 
ford to indulge his ivhims, Mr, Trevelhick, if 
tk'it's what you mean." 
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that he ought to hare 
been glad to accept in any case, and which it 
was downright madness in him to refuse, if he 
wanted cash. It was a cliarce, too, T will ven- 
ture to say, that will never offer itself from any 
other quarter. Mr, Whymper acknowledged 
that himself." 

"I know all about the matter, Mr. Trere- 
thick; the Squire behaved like the dog in the 
manger to yon. He won't work the mine him- 
self, nor yet let you work it." 

"For mercy's sake, be quiet!" cried the land- 
lord, earnestly, and looking cautiously about him. 
' ' If you know all about it, you need not let oth- 
ers know. What mine ore yon talldng about? 
Give it a name — but speak it under your breath, 
man." The old man loaned forward with a 
white moist face, and peered into Richard's eyes 
as though he would read his soul. 

" Wheal Danes was the name of the place, if I 
remember right, " said Richard. "Carew has a 
notion that the Romans did not use it up, and 
that it only wants capital to make it a paying 
concern. It is one of his mad ideas, doubtless." 

Mr. John Trevethick was not by nature a 
quick appreciator of sarcasm, but he could not 
misunderstand the irony expressed in Richard's 
words. 

"Andis/fcl what yon came down lo Gethin 
about?" inquired he, with a sort of grim despair, 
which had nevcrlhelesB a comical effect. 

Richard could only trust himself to nod his 
head assentingly. 

"Well," cried the other, striking tl 
with his fist, "if I didn't think you «-as 
as the devil the very first day that I st 
you ! So you are Parson Wljmper'e 
you ?" And here, in default of la 
press his sense of the deception th 
posed, had been pmcUceil on him, ivir. j.reve- 
thick uttered an execration terrible enough for 
a Cornish giant. 

"I am not Mr. Whymper's man at all," ob- 
served Richard, coolly. "Mr. Whymper is my 
man — or at least he will be one day or another. 

"How so?" inquired the landlord, his eyes at 
their full stretch, his mouth agape, and bis neg- 
lected pipe in his right hand, "Who, '- "^ - 
Fiend's name, are you ?" 

"I am Ihe only son and heir of Carew of 
Croropion," ansiveied the yonng man, deliber- 

. "'Vou? Why, Carew neier had a son," ex- 
claimed Trevethitk, increduluusly , ' ' leastways, 
not a lawful one He was manied once to a 

,'ench of the name of Uardcastle, 'tis 
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I tell you I am Carew's lawful son, never- 
theless," persisted Richard. "My mother was 
privately married to hira. Ask Parson Whym- 
per, and he will tell you the same. It is true 
that my father has not acknowledged me, bat I 
shall have my rights some day— and Wheal 
Danes ulong with the vest." 
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The newa of the young man's paternity 
have been suftictenCly startling to him who thus 
receiTed it for the first time, and would, under 
any other ch'curastances, have doubileas ex 
liis phlegmatic nature to the utmost ; but what 
contems ouieelvea in even a slight degree 
with some of us, more absorbing than the m 
vital interests of another; and Sius it was n 
Trevethick. The ambitions pretensions of his 
lodger sank into insigniflcance — notwithstanding 
that, for the moment, he behaved in them ; for 
how, unless he was what he professed to be, 
could he know so mnch ? — before Clie disappoint- 
ment which liad befallen himself in the overthrow 
of a long-cherished scheme. 

"Why, Mr. Whymper wrote me with his 
own hand," growled he, "that in his judgment 
the mine was worthless, and that he hod done 
all ha could to persnade the Squire to sell. And 
yet yon come down here to gauge and spy." 

"All stratagems are feir in war and business," 
answered the young man, smiling. "Come, Mr. 
Trevethick ; whatever reasons may have brought 
me here, I assure joh, upon my honor, that they 
do not weigh with me now, in comparison with 
the great regard I feel fbr you and yours. If 
you will he frank with me, I will also be so with 
yoa ; and let me say this at the outset, that no- 
thing which may litip from yonr lips shall be 
made use of to prejudice your interests. I have 
gathered this mnch for myself, that Wheal — " 

"Hush, Sir! for any sake, hushl" implored 
the landlord, earnestly, and holding up his huge 
hand fbr silence. "Do not give it a name 
again; there is someone moving above stairs." 

"It is only Solomon," observed Bichard, 
quietly, 

"I don't want Sol nor any other man alive to 
liearwhat we are talking atiout, Mr. yorke,"an- 
Bwered Trevethick, hoarsely. " You have gath- 
ered for yoarself, you were about to say, that the 
mine is rich, and well worth what 1 have offered 
for it." 

"And a good deal more," interrupted Kich- 
ard. "Perhaps a hundred times, perhaps a 
thousand times as much. We don't make so 
close a secret of a matter without our reasons. 
We don't see Dead Hands, with flames of fire at 
the finger-tips, going up and down ladders that 
don't exist, without the most excellent reasons, 
Mr, Trevethick. What we wish no eye to see, 
nay, no ear to hear spoken of, is probably & sub- 
ject of considerable private importance to our- 
selves. Come, we are friends here together; I 
say agidn, lee us be frank." 

Trevetliick was silent for a little; he felt a 
lump rise in his throaty as though nature itself 
forbade him lo disclose the secret he had kept so 
long and so jealously guarded. "I have known 
it for Ih^e tifty years," he began, in a half- 
'choking voice. "I found it ont as a mere lad, 
when I went down into the old mine one day for 
sport, with some schoolmates. The vein lies in 
(he lowest part of the old workings, at a depth 
that we think nothing of nowadays, though it 
was loo deep for the old masters o'f the pit. I 
remember, as though it was yesterday, bow my 
heart leaped within me when my torch shone 
upon it, and how I fled away, lest my school- 
fellows should see it ajso. I came back the nest 
day alone, to certify my great discovery. It is a 

good vein, if ever there was one, Tlie cupper 



there may he worth tens of thousands, hundreds 
of thousands, millions !" Never had ^e tiumer- 
ation table been invested with such significance. 
Trevethick's giant frame shook with emotion; 
his eyes literally glared with greed. 

" Von have been there smce i'" obseiTed Kieh- 
aid, interrogatively. 

"Often, often, "answered the other, hoarsely; 
" I could not keep away. But nobody else has 
been thei«. The place is dark and perilous ; 
there are rats, and bats, and eerie creatures all 
about it. And folks are afraid, because of the 
Dead Hand and the Flame." 

' ' Your hand and torch ?" 

' ' Yes. 1 did my best to keep the place my 
own ! my thoughts were never absent from it for 
a day. And when I had earned a. little money 
I put it by, and more to that, and more to that 
ag^n, till I had got enough to make a bid for llie 
lease of the old mine. But Carew was nnder 
age ; so that fell throogli, I bided my time, and 
bid again ; not much — not enongh, as I fondly 
thought, to excite suspicion — bat still what 
would seem a good price for a disused pit. Then 
I bid more and more ; hut Carew will neither 
sell nor let ; and my money grows and grows in 
vain. I tell yon I have laid by a forttine only 
to pour into his hand. It is ready for him to- 
night; there would bo no haggling, no asking 
for time — it would he paid bim in hard cash. 
How long, thought I, will this madman balk me 
with bis whim? He will die some day in liis 
cups, or break his neck in hunting, and I shall 
sorely come in with my offer to Ms heir, and 
have my way at last, and win my prize. But 
now, after aU my patience and my pains, I am 
overmatched by a Parson and a Boy." He 
spoke with nncommon heat and passion — not 
complainingly. His lace was dnri;, and his tone 
violent, and even menacing. ITiere was no 
mistake about his having accepted his compan- 
ion's invitation to be frank. 

"Mr. Trevethick," said Richard, gravely, 
' ' your disappointment wonld be natural enough, 
if your long - cherished plan had really foiled; 
but yon have misunderstood me altogether. I 
am grateful to you for confiding to me the whole 
of what I had already guessed in part; and you 
shall have no reason to repent yoiu' confidence. 
Your secret is safer now than it has ever been ; 
for from my lips Mr. Whymper shall never have 
his suspicions witli respect to Wheal Danes con- 
firmed. I have iieen too long your guest, I feel 
myself too much the friend of yon and yours, tit 
act in any way lo your disadvantage." 

Trevethick looked at him inquiringly, suspi- 
cion and dis&vor glowing in his dusky fkce. 
"Bnt if your story is true, young gentleman, 
this mine will ho your own some day?" 

" It may, or it may not be, Mr. Trevethick. 
My father's intentions are not to be counted 
upon, as you must be well aware, for twenty-fbnr 
hours. Bnt if ever Wheal Danes is mine — " 
Richard hesitated a mOment, while the land- 
lord devoured him with his eyes. 

" Well," cried he, impatiently, " what then?" 

"I am willing to make ovei- to you, as soon 
as I come of age, by dead, all interest tliat I may 
have in it — on one condition." 

"Make over Wheal Danes to me by deed! 
What ! at my own price ?" 

' ' For nothing ; you shnll have it for a fi-co gift." 
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"Bnt the condition? What 
want of me that is not money ?" 

" IwantpermisBionfrom you, Mr. Trevethiek, 
to wed, that is^for I would not speak of love 
without jour leave — to woo your daughter." 

"To wed my daughter!' cried Trevethiek, 
Btarting from his seat | " my Harry !" 

' ' I say provided that my suit is not displeas- 
ing to her," answered Richard, not without a 
trainor in his voice, for the old man's &ce was 
terrible to look upon. Hatred and Wrath were 
struggling there with Avarice, and had the np- 
per hand. 

He rocked himself to and fro, then answered, 
in a, stifled voice, ''My daughter's hand is al- 
ready promised, young man." 

"It may be so, Mr. Trevethiek, but not by 
her, I think ; and that her heart has not been 
^ven to the man you have designed for her is 
certain. You may see that for yourself." 

" I lell you I have passed my word to Solo- 
Dion Coe that she shall be his wife," returned the 
other, gloomily, "and I am not one to go back 
from a bargain." 

" One can only promise wliat is in one's power," 
urged Eichard ; ' ' your daughter's heart is not 
yours to give. In backing this man's suit you 
have already redeemed yonr word lo him. If 
he has foiled to win her affections — and I think 
he has— let me try my chance. I am a fitter 
match for her in years ; I am a gontlemar., and 
therefore fitter for her, for she is a true lady. I 
love her a thousand times as much as he. As 
for Wheal Danes, I wonld give you twenty such, 
if I had them, for the leave I ask for, and the 
end I hope for." 

It was curious lo mark how the mere mention 
of the mine by name affected the old man ; his 
wrath, whicli seemed on the very point of explo- 
sion, was checked and smoothed at once, like 
raging waves by oil ; his brow, indeed, was still 
dark and frowning, but he resumed his seal, and 
Ustened, or seemed to listen, to Richard's im- 
passioned pleading. His genuine feeling made the 
young fellow eloquent, and gave a tender charm 
10 his always handsome face and winning tones. 

Perhaps even the unsympathetic Trevethiek 
WHS really somewhat touched ; at all events, ho 
did not interrupt him, but when he had quite 
finished took out his watch, and said, in a soft- 
ened tone : ' ' The hour is late, Mr. Yorke, and 
yon have given me much to think about, lo which 
I can not reply lust now. Yonr communication 
has taken mo altogether by surprise, I will an- 
swer neither ' Yes' nor ' No' at present. Good- 
night, Sir." He nodded, which was his usual 
aalnte at parting ; bnt upon the young man's 
eagerly stretching out his hand, he took it readi- 
ly enough, and gave it such a squeeze with his 
giant fingers as made Itichatd wince. Then, 
smiling grimly, he retired. 

As his heaiy step toiled np stairs Richard 
perceived a slip of paper on the floor, which had 
apparently ftutfered out of tho old man's watch- 
case. Upon it were written the three letters, B, 
N, Z. As he held it in his hand he heard the 
landlord's tread returning with unusual haste, 
and had only just time to replace the paper, face 
downward, on the sanded floor, before the other 
reappeared. 

"I have dropped a memorandum, some- 
where, ■' said lie. " It is of no great consequence. 



but— Oh, here it ia!" He picked it ap, and 
rephced it in the hollow of his great silver watch. 

Eichard, who was dtting where he had left 
him, looked up with a glance of careless inq^uiry, 
*' Good- night agiun, Mr. Trevethiek." 

"Good-night, S^ir." And again the landlord 
smiled in his grim fashion. 



CHAPTER XVIII. 



ErcHAHD sat over the fire, revolving his Into 
conversation with Tre^-ethick in his mind, and 
picturing to himself what woald prabably come 
of it. Although the declaration of his love for 
Han^' had been thus suddenly made, it had not 
been made unadvisedly. Though he had not ex- 
pected the opportunity for stating it would hare 
offered itself so soon, he had planned his whoI« 
argnmont out beforehand, with Wheal Danes for 
its pivot. And, upon the whole, he felt satisfied 
with its eflect upon his host. The latter had not 
surprised him (except hy his frankness) in his 
disclosure respeciing the rich promise of Jie mine. 
Richard's own observation, aided by the clew 
which Parson Whjmper's few chance sentences 
had ^ven him, had convinced him that Wheal 
Danes was a, most coveted object in the land- 
lord's eyes ; and had it happened to have fiiUen 
into bis own hands, he did really suspect enough 
to have had it searched for ore from top to bot- 
tom. Trevethiek hod therefore lost nothing by 
his revela^on (as his sagacity had doubtless fore- 
seen), while he bad made a very favorable im- 
pression upon Richard by his candor. Cornish 
giants, thought the latter, might be rude and 
brutal, but duplicity was foreign lo their charac- 
ter ; it was not Blunderhore, but Jack the Giant- 
killer, who dug pitfalls, and pretended to swallow 
what he only put in a bag. 

Trevethiek had certainly shown strong disfavor 
to the young man's suit, backed though it was by 
such great pretensions ; and it was evident that 
bnt for his hold upon him with respect to the 
mine, Richard would not have been listened to 
so patiently; However, his mouth had not been 
peromptorUy closed at once (as he had expected 
it would have been), which vras a great point 
gained, and the longer the old man took to think 
about the matter the more likely was self-inter- 
est lo gidn the day with him. Supposing Rich- 
ard's representations to have been correct, he 
was certainly "a better match" for Harry than 
Solomon was: and he had no apprehension of 
their being refuted. Trevethiek would in all 
probability write to Mr. Whymper to inquire into 
the truth of them— bnt what tlien? He wonM 
certainly make no reference to the mine ; and as 
lo Richard being Carew's lawful son, had not Iha 
chaplain himself (whom he could count on as a 
friend to say atl that was to his advantage be- 
sides) admitted that, in his eyes, he was bom in 
honest wedlock ? At all events, there would ba 
ample excuse for his having taken such a view of 
the case,' while, as to his prospects, hehadfi'ank- 
ly confessed tbat he was, for the present, un- 
acknowledged by the Squire. So long, in fiict, 
as he could keep up the pretense of influence, 
either present or contingent, at Crompton, he fell 
his position with Trevslhick tolerably secure. 
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In all this Gcbeme of dark ileceit his love for 
HaiTy was iaieiivoren like a golden thi'ead, and 
amidst all his plots and plans her glorious lace 
would suddenly rise unbidden, aud charm htm 
from them. He had long since resolved to win 
her, but the late avowal of her love for him, and 
now his partial success to gain her father's fiivor, 
seemed to have mode her his own already. How 
beautiful she had looked that day upon the tower, 
with the sunlight on her hair ! Hoiv Iresh and 
guileless wei^e her ways ! Her very weaknesses 
were lovable, and the cause of love. How touch- 
ing was her simple M[]i in omens, and how pleas- 
ant to combat it, his arm about her dainty waist, 
as though to protect her from the shadow of 
hai-m! II ow pitiful her fear of her grufl' father, 
and of this Cornish Solomon ; and how sweet to 
calm it, kissing her tears away ! Once more his 
loving arms embraced her — once more bis lips 
touched her warm cheeks— when a sudden noise 
awakened him from his dream of bliss. 

The parlor fire had long gone out. It was 
warm for the time of year ; but had it been oth- 
erwise he would not have replenished it. The 
candles, too, had burned out, and the moon-beams 
were streaming through the window ; but had it 
been dark he would scarce have been aware of 
it. The house had long ago been hushed in re- 
pose, and yet Eichard felt certain that he had 
heard a movement in the passage. 

A stealth; step, jet not that of thief or bur- 
glar; a fairy footfall, rather, which was music 
to his ear. His heart leaped up to tell him that 
on the other side of the door was Hany Treve- 
thick. He held his breath, and trembled — not 
for fear. Was it possible that, knowing he was 
sitting there alone, she had come doivn of her 
own choice to bear him company ? Had her fa- 
ther told her something — some glad tidings 
which she could not keep from her lover even for 
a'ni^l ? Or, filled with sweet dreams of him, as 
he of her, had she risen in her sleep, and been 
drawn involuntarily toward him by the loadstone 
oflove? But— hark! The bolt that fastened 
the hoose-door was softly drawn, and the latch 
gently lifted. What coald that mean? Why 
was ^e thus going forth alone, and clandestine- 
ly, at midnight? His heart beat faster than 
ever. For an instant all that he had read or 
beard from his wild companions, and what he 
had himself believed until he came to Gethin, of 
the wiles and inconstancy of woman. Hashed 
upon his mind. Had be, bred in the town, and 
familiar with all the ways of vice, been flattered 
and hoodwinked by a country wanton? Impos- 
, Bible. For, though there were no virtue in the 
world, he felt, assured that Harry loved him, and 
him alone. She must be walkmg in her sleep. 
Softly, but very swiftly, he left the parlor, and 
hurried to the front-door. It was closed, but 
unfastened. He opened it, and looked out. All 
was as light as day, and yet so ditfeient. Eveiy 
object in the street^ every stone in the cottage 
opposite, stood out distinct and clear, bat bathed 
in a pale and ghostly atmosphere. The distant 
murmur of the sea came to him like the sigh of 
one just freed from pain. Nothing else was to 
be heard ; no human tread disturbed the mid- 
night edllness ; but along the Vjinding road that 
led to Turlock he caught the far-off flutter of a 
woman's dress. She was going at rapid speed, 
and the next moment had turned the comei-, 



but not before he had recognized his Harry; 
and, closing the inn door softly behind him, he 
started after her like an arrow from the bow. 

The scene of this pursuit was strange and 
weird enough, had Kichard possessed eyes for 
any thing but the object of it. The sky was 
without a cloud, and the sea— which showed on 
its cold blue surface a broad and shining path 
where the moon-beams lay — witliout a ripple. 
On shore there was even less of motion. The 
bramble that threw its slender shadow on the 
road moved not a twig. Nature, green and pale, 
seemed to be cast in an enchanted sleep, and even 
to suspend her breathing. From the point Rich- 
ard had reached he could see the road stretching 
for a full mile, like a white ribbon, save in the 
middle, where it dipped between high hanks. 
It led to Turlock only, but at this place a foot- 
path struck across the fields to Che Eaiiies' Bow- 
er. To his astonishment, though indeed ho had 
scarcely capacity enough for further wonder, 
Harry took this path ; he saw her climb the 
stile, and then for the first time look round ; he 
sank under the hedge, to hide himself; and when 
he cautiously looked forth agiun the girl had 
vanished. But he knew whither she was going 
now. He had assisted her across that very stile 
but a few days ago ; be had walked with her 
through the hazel copse, and skirted the clear 
trout-stream by her side; and he conld follow 
her now at utmost speed, and with less caution, 
for the path was green and noiseless. He could 
hear his heart beat — not from want of breath — 
as though in accord with the silver treble of the 
stream, as he sped along. Through the scanty 
fohage of the dell he saw her light dress gleam 
across the wooden bridge, bat he himself stopped 
beside it, peering tlirough the lattice of the 
branches upon her as she stood on the green 
bank of the Wishing-Well. 

Nei'er had moon-beams shone upon a sight 
more fair. Harry was attired as the had been 
on the previous evening, except that she woie a 
shawl, which also served her as head-gear, like a 
hood. This she now unfaslcned, and taking out 
pin that had joined it together, held it above 
the well, which showed, as in a mirror, her lean- 
ing face and curbing form, her wealth of hair, 
her frightened yet hopeful eyes, and the rise and 
fall of her bosom, filled with anxiety and super- 
stitious awe. She had come to test her future— 
her fate— at Geihin Wishing-Well. 
:tant she poised the pin, her lips at the 
murmuring some simple charm — then 
dropped it into the well's clear depths, and 
watched it fall. As she did so, another figure 
seemed to glide npon the liquid mirror, at the 
sight of which she clasped her hands and trem- 
bled. Superstitious as she was, Harry had only 
half expected that her foolish curiosity would be 
actually gratified. Moved by the avowal of 
Richard's love that morning, the obstacles to 
which seemed to her so formidable, she had 
wished to see her future husband, to know how 
fate would decide between him she loved and 
him whom her father had chosen for her, and yet 
she was terrified now that that which she had 
desired was vouchsafed her. She scarcely dared 
to look upon yonder shadowy form, although its 
presence seemed to assure her of the fulfillment 
of her dearest wish. It was the counterfeit pre- 
of Richard Yorke himself; bareheud- 
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ed, just as she had Been him last in the bar par- 
lor, bat with heightened tolor, an eager smile, 
and a loving gratitude in his eyes, ivhith seemed 
to Ihank her for having thus summoned him be- 
fore her. The flgnre v/aa at right angles from 
her own, but the tlice was turned toward her. 
Hhe gazed upon it iuleotly, looking for it W faint 
and tade, since its missioD had been accom- 
pliEhed. She oven drew bact a little, as though 
to express content, jet there was the vision ' '" 
a glorious picture in its fair round frame of 
and greenery. Supposing it should remain there 
(her pale face flushed at the thought) indelibly and 
forever, to tell the secret of her heart to aU. the 
world ! Then a whisper, that seemed to tremble 
beneath its freight of love, whispered, "Ilariy! 
Harry ! " and she looked up, and s.iw the snb- 
itance of the shadow, her lover, standing upon 
the little wooden bridge '. 

Though Folly be near kin to Vice, sh 
not acknowledge the relationship, and, 
Harry Trevethick justice, she would never have 
made a midnight assignation with Eichard in the 
Pairies' Bower. She was more alarmed and 
shocked at the too literal fulUllment of her wish 
than pleased to see him there. She shed tears 
for very shame. Whatever reserve she had 
hitherto maintained, with respect to her affection 
ibr hinj, had now, she perceived, been sw™t 
away by her own act. The scene to which lie 
had just been an unsuspected witness was more 
than equivalent to a m^re declaration of love : 
it was a leap-year offer of her hand and heart. 
She had no strong-hold of Duty left to which to 
betake herself, nor even a holting-place, such as 
coy maidens love to linger at a little before ihey 
murmur, "I am jours." 

There was nothing left her but revilings. She 
poured upon him a torrent of contumely, re- 
jiiwicliing him for his baseness, his cowardice, 
his treachery in tracking her hither, like a spy, 
to overhear a confession that should have been 
eocred with him of all men. Whatever that con- 
fession might have heen — and, to say truth, so 
utterly possessed had she been by her passion- 
ate hopes, her loving yearnings, that she knew 
not what she had merely felt, what uttered aloud 
— she now retracted it; she had no tenderness 
for eaves-droppers, lor deceivers, for— she did not 
know what she was saying — for wicked young 
man. Above all things it seemed necessary to 
be in a passion ; to be as irritated and bitter 
against him as possible. The copiousness of her 
vocabulary of abuse surprised herself, and she 
did not shrink from tautol<^. She pnly slopped 
at last for want of breath, and even then, as 
though she knew how dangerous was silence, she 
bemoaned herself with sobs and sighs. 

Then Richard, all tenderness and siibmission, 
explained his presence there ; showed how little 
he wos to blame in the matter, and, indeed, how 
there was neither blame nor shame to be attached 
to either of them ; spoke of his late interview 
with her father, gilding it with brightest hopes, 
and cited the marvelous attributes of the Wish- 
ing-Well itself in support of his position. He 
felt himself already her affianced husband ; the 
question of thdr union had become only one of 
rime. She was listening to him now, and had 
suffered him to kiss her tears away, when sud- 
denly she started from his embrace with a muf- 
fled cry of terror. Some movement of beast or 



bird in the copse had made a rustling in the un- 
derwood, bnt her fears gave it a human shape. 
What if Sol should have followed tJiem thither, 
as Bichard had followed her/ What if her fa- 
ther should have heard her leave his roof, as 
Kichard had, or should miss her from it — and 
— oh shame! — mist him! "Home! home!" 
shecried. " Let tne go home. " And she looked 
so wild with fright that he dmst not hinder her. 
Hardly could he keep pace with her along the 
winding path, with such frantic speed she ran. 
At the stile she forbade him to accompany her 
fartlier. 

"What! leave joiito walk alone, and at such 
an hour, my darling ?" It was nearly two o'clock. 
"Why not?" she cried, turning npon him 
fiercely. " I am afraid of none but you, and of 
those whom I should love, but of whom jon 
make me afraid." Then up the wiiiie road she 
glided like a ghost. 

Eichard watched her with anxious eyes as 
long as he could, then sat upon the stile, a prey 
to apprehensions. To what dangers tni^t he 
not have already exposed her by his inconsider. 
ate pursuit! Supposesome eye had seen them on 
their way, or should meet her now on her return ! 
Suppose her own fears should prove ti-ue, and 
her &ther had already discovered thdr absence ! 
His thoughts were loyally occupied with Harry 
alone ; but the peril to himself was considerable. 
It was impossime that be could satisf^torily ex- 
plain his companionship with the inn-keeper's 
daughter at such a place and hour. The tnith 
would nevei' be believed, even if it could he re- 
lated. She had got home by this time ; but had 
she done so unobserved? Othemise, it was 
than probable that he should find two 
Cornish giants waiting, if not "to grind his 
to make their bread," at least to break 
with their cudgels. In their eyes he 
would seem to have been guilty of a deliberate 
seduction, tlie one of his daughter, the .other of 
his destined bride. Yet, not to return to Gethin 
in such a case would be worse than cowardice, 
would be sure to be associated 
with Hanr's midnight expedition. He had hith- 
only despised &k Trevethick and his friend, 
now, since he feared them, he began to hate 
1. Bodily discomfort combined with his 
mental disquietude. For the htst lime he felt 
the keenness of the moonlit air, and shivered in 
lithstanding the hasty strides which ho 
.3 taking homeward. Upon the hill-top 
he paused, and glanced about him. All was as it 
had been when he set out ; there was no sign of 
e nor movement. The inn, with its drawn- 
blinds, seemed itself asleep. The front- 
door had been left ajar, doubtless by Harry ; he 
pushed his way in, and silently shut it to, and 
shot the bolt ; then ho took of his boots, and 
'. jkingod 

that house who was Ustening with beating heart 

The ways of clandestine love have been justly 
desoribed as "full of cares and troubles, of fears 
and jealousies, of impatient waiting, tediousness 
of delaj, and safFerance of aflronts, and amaie- 
of discovery ;" and though Richard Yorke 
iver read those words of our great English 
, he had already begun to exemplify thero, 
as doomed to prove them to the ul 
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It was sirango enough that day after daj and 
meek after week went by without John Treve- 
thick making an; reference to the application 
his guest had. made tor his daughter's hand. 
His Eilence cerlainl; seemed to favor it ; and the 
more so ^nce, notwithstanding what he tnew, 
he put no obstacles in the way of the young peo- 
ples meeting and enjoying each other's society 
US heretofore. Perhaps he had too strong 
confidence in Harry's sense of duty, or in (1 
somewliat mora than filial fear in which she 
stood of him. Perhaps Kichard's prudent and 
undemonstrative behavior toward the girl 1 ' 
presence of others decaved him, Bnt, i 
events, the summer came and still found Richard 
mider the same roof with Hany, and morf 
one of the &mily than ever. Totirists of the 
young man's own position in lift, and even of 
the same profession, began to visit Gethin, and 
of course "pnt up" at the Castk,bat ho fonnd 
nothing so attractive in their company as to 
withdraw him from that homely coterie in the 
har parlor for a single evening. He was always 
made welcome there by both his host and Solo- 
mon ; and without donbt, so far as the former 
was concerned, a less sanguine man than the 
young londaeape-painter might have considered 
that (lis suit was tacitly acceded to. 

Even Harry herself — to whom her father's 
conduct was surprising enough— had come at 
last to this conclusioa Only one thing militated 
against this pleasant view of affairs— it was cer- 
tain that the old man had not yet opened his 
lips to " Sol" upon the matter. It was clear that 
the miner EtQl considered himself in the light of 
Harry's accepted suitor. As a lover, he was 
fortunately phlegmatic, and did not demand 
those little tributes of affection in the shape of 
smiles and whispers, secret glances, silent press- 
ures, which his position might have exacted ; 
bat he woald now and then pay her a blundering 
compliment in a manner that could not be mis- 
interpreted, or even make some direct allusion 
to their future settlement in life, which embar- 
rassed her still more. The young girl, as we 
have hinted, was by no means incapable of dis- 
simuhition, bnt she naturally revolted against 
liiiving to support such a rile as this, «id would 
have even run the risk of precipitating what might 
have been a catastrophe by undeceiving him. 
But Bichnrd bade her have patience. He had 
strong reasons, if they were not good ones, for 
being well satisfied with the present state of af- 
fairs. In love, notwithstanding much savage 
writing to the contrary, it is the woman who suf- 
fers i it is she who is the small trader, who can 
least affbrd to wait, while man is the capitalist. 
Richard saw no immediate necessity for pressing 
the matter of his marriage, upon which his heart 
was, nevertheless, as deeply set as ever. He 
would not (to do him justice) have been parted 
fram his Harry now for all the wealth of Carew. 
Bnt he was not parted from her, and he did not 
wish to risk even a temporary separation by any 
act of impetuosity. Living was cheap as well as 
pleasant at the Gethin Castle, and it was of im- 
portance to husband his funds — to reserve as 
much of his resources as he could fur the e\- 
penaes of his honey-moon. So far, and no far- 



ther, went his plans for the future. Ho knew 
that his mother would not refuse to offer them a 
home, even if his wife should come to him omp- 
^-handed,- and the more he humored the old 
man, and abstained from demanding a decision, 
when it was clear the other preferred to procras- 
tinate, the better favor he would have with him, 
and consequently the better chance of gaining » 
dowry with his danghtor. Even if he should 
press matters, it was probable, he reasoned, that 
Trevethiek had no decisive reply to give him. 
He had doubtless written to Mr. Whymper, and 
learned all that Kchard had already divul^d 
to him — and no more; that is to say, that he 
was, though an unacknowledged oilspring of the 
Squire, in a very different position, at all events, 
toward him than that of a mere natural son. 
Trevethiek could not have beard less — that is, 
less to his advantage— or he certiunly would not 
have kept silence for so long. 

Such was Iho Etato of affairs at Gethin. Har- 
ry with her two suitors ; her father with his two 
expectant sons-in-law, each of whom had more 
or less of reason for his expectation. Though 
Richard might be satisfied vrilh it, it was clear 
it could not last forever — nor for long. The 
day on which the change look place, though it 
~ 'n no wise temarhable in other respects, he 
■ forgot: every incident connected with it, 
thongli disregarded at the time, impressed itself 
upon his mind, to be subsequently dwelt upon a 
thousand limes. It might have been marked in 
the hitherto sunny calendar of his life as tlio 
"iJSt day of Thoughtless Gayety. Here Love 
and Pleasure end. " 

It H-as fine weather, and there were more 
irists at llie inn than could he accommodatod, 
Eichard had given up bis private sitting-room 
their temporary use. This, however, did not 
throw him more in Harry's society than usuid, 
their presence naturally much occupied her 
He had not, indeed, seen her since the 
mid-day meal which he had taken in the bar 
parlor ; but she had promised, if she could get 
away, to call for him at a certain spot where he 
' " gone to sketch — the church-yard on the hill , 
: attraction of the casiled rock was such that 
visitors sought the fonner spot, notwith- 
standing its picturesque and wild position. How 
the church maintained itself on that elevated and 
unsheltered hill, despite such winds as swept it 
In the winter, was almost a miracle: but there 
it stood — as it had done for centuries — gray, sol- 
itary, sublime. It was of considerable size, but 
sm^ in comparison with its God's-acre, which 
was of vast extent, and only sparsely occupied by 
graves. The bare and rocky moor was almost 
valueless ; it is as easy for one duly qualified to 
consecrate a square mile as an sate ; and the 
materials of the low slone wall that marked its 
limits had. been close at hand. In one or two 
tpolE only did the dead lie thickly ; where ship- 
wrecked mariners — the very names of whom 
unknown to those who buried them— were 
interred ; and where the victims of the Phlgne 
3d by scores. Even Gethin had not escaped 
the ravages of that fell scourge; and, what was 
very singular, had suffered fram it twice over ; 
for, on the occasion of an ordinary burial having 
taken place many generarions atler the first oa- 
Inmity, in the same spot, the disease had broken 
forth afresh, and scattered broadcast in the littla 
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hamlet ancient deafh. The parliculars of tJie 
catastiDphe, so characteristic of tliis home of 
antiqne legend and hoaTj ruin, were engraven on 
a stone above the epot, which had never since 
been disturbed. 

In a lone comer, as though seeMng in its hu- 
mility to be as distant from tbe sacred edifice as 
possible, was a quaint old cross. It was prob- 
ably not so old by half a dozen centuries as the 
grave-monnds on the rock where the ruined cas- 
tle sMod, but it seemed even older, because there 
were words cut in its stone in a tongue that was 
no longer known to man. Seated on the low 
wall beside it, Richard was translerring to his 
Eketch-book this relic of the past in his usual in- 
termittent manner — now gazing out npon thefa-r- 
stretching sea, here blue and bright, there shad- 
owed by a passing cloud ; now down into the 
village, which stood on a lower hill, with a ra- 
vine between. He had seen the postcart come 
and go— for it came in and went ont simulta- 
iieoHsIy at that out-of-the-way hamlet, where 
there was no one to wtiib complainingly lo the 
papers concerning (he inefficiency of the mail 
Eeivice — and it was almost time for Hariy to 
come and fetch him, as she bad appointed. But 
presently the reason for her absence made itself 
apparent in the person of her btber. It was 
not unusual for old Trevethick, at the close of 
the day, to call at the cottage in ibe ravine, 
which the guide to the ruin inhabited in the 
summer months, and see liow business was do- 
ing in that quarter. If he had no eye for the 
picturesque, he had a vcij sharp one for the 
sbitlings wbich were made ont of it ; and Rich- 
ard was not surprised lo see the landlord de- 
scending the opposite bill. '"Diis will keep 
Harry at home; confoand him!" muttered the 
young man to himself, and then resumed bis oc- 
cupation. As there was now no one to watch 
for, he worked with more assiduity, and with 
such engrossment in his subject tbat he was first 
made conscious that he was not alone by the 
sudden presence of a shadow on his sketch-book. 
He looked up, not a little startled, and there was 
John Trevethiek standing beside him, his huge 
foim black against the sun. 

" You may well be frightened, young gentle- 
man," were his first ominous words; "it is only 
a guilty conscience that starts at a shadow. " 

Richard Sod a guilty conscience ; and yet the 
remark that was thus addressed to him, nncon- 
cilialory, if not directly hostile, as it was, rather 
reassnml him than otherwise. 

Trevethick's presence there, for he had never 
made pretense of seeking RicUard's society for 
its own sake — was of evil augnry ; his tone and 
manner were morose and threatening ; Ms swarthy 
face waa full of pent-up wrath ; and yet it was 
obvious to the othet that the secret was yet safe, 
tbe divulging of which he had most cause to fear. 
Had it been otherwise there would have been no 
mere thunder-cloud, but a tornado. " The post 
has brought some ili news from Crompton," was 
what flashed across the young man's brdn ; and 
the thought, though sufficiently uncomfortable, 
was a relief compared with that he had first en- 
tertained, and which had driven the color from 
his cheeks. 

"I have no cause to be frightened, that I 
know of, either of yon or any other man, Mr. 
Treve;';::k," observed lUchard, hnughtily. 



"I hear yon say so," was the other's grim re- 
ply ; " but I shall be bettor pleased to hear you 

"Prove what?" 

" Two things— that you are not ahastard, nor 
a pauper." 

Richard leaped down from tbe wall with a 
fierce oath ; and for a moment it really seemed 
that he would have flung himself against his gi- 
ganiio opponent, like a fretful wave against a 
fock of granite. 

Trevethick ottered an exclamation of con- 
tempt "Tick np yoar sketch-book, young 
man, or one of those pret^ pictures will be 
spoiled by which jon gaui your bread. You've 
acted tbe fine gentleman at Gethin very well, 
but the play is over now. " 

"I don't understand you, Mr. Trevethick. If 
you must needs be insolent, at all events, be ex- 
plicit. You have miscalled me by two names — ■ 
Bastard and Panper. Who has put those lies 
into your month, die taste of which you seem to 
relish so ?" 

Trevethick reached forth his huge hand, and 
seized the other's shoulder with a gripe of steel. 
It seemed to compress bone and sinew as in a 
vice ; the arm between them was as a bar of 
iron. Richard felt powerless as a child, and 
could have cried hke a child — not from pain, 
though he was in great pain, but from vexation 
and rage. It was maddening to find himself 
thus phvsically subjugated by one whom he so 
utterly (tespised. 

"Keep a civil tongue in your head, cock- 
sparrow, growled the giant, "lest I wring your 
neck. You're a nice one to talk of lying ; you, 
with yonr tales of son and heirship to the Squire, 
and your offers of copper-mines for the asking ! 
Who told me how I had been fooled? 'Why, 
Carew himself 1 You thought I should write to 
the parson, di ?" 

Richard certainly had thought that he woiJd 
have written to tbe parson, bnt be strove to look 
as culm and free from disappointment as he 
could, as he replied: "It was qnite indifferent 
to me to whom you wrote, Mr. Trevelliick. 
There was only one aceonnt to give of my af- 
fairs; and it was. the same I had already given 
to you. I told youthatmyfatherdid not choose 
to acknowledge me for the present, and I have 
no doubt that your questioning him upon the 
matter has made him very bitter against mo; 
the more so because he is well aware that he is 
fighting against the tnith; he knows that he was 
married to my mother in a lawful way, and that 
I am the issue of that marriage. It is true that 
technical objections have been raised against it, 
but bis own conscience warns him that tJiey are 
worthless. Mr. Whymper will tell you the same." 

"Kever joo mind Mr. Whymper," said the 
landlord, gmfily, hut at the same time relaxii^ 
his grasp npon the young man's shoulder ; ' ' the 
parson netds oU bis cleverness to take care of 
himself in this matter, and will have no helping 
hand to spaie for yoo. The Sqnire is in a pretty 
temper with you both, I promise you. Heres 
his letter, if you'd like to see what he says of yoa 
in black and while ; not that tbei-a's much white 
in it, egad !" 

It was a custom of the Squire of Crompton, 
unconsciously plagiarized from the Great Napo- 
leon, to Id ail letters addrossod lo him in an un- 
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faraiUar hand ansiver themsehea, Tliey w 
noC destiMved, bat lay for weeks or monlhs 
opened, nntii tbe &ocy seiied him to esam 
their contents. He made, it was true, a gallant 
exception in the case of those whose Buperscrip- 
lion seemed to promise a lady correspondent ; 
bat tliat Iiad not been the case with the commi 
nication fi'oni Trevetbick, and hence the long ii 
terval that had elapsed before it was attended 
to. Trevetbick's business letters had hitbert 
as was the ease with all tenants of Crompt< 
estate, been addressed to the chaphiin only, i 
that he was unaware of this peculiarity of Ca- 
row, and bad nalurally constraed his silence into 
a tacit admission of the truth of Richard's e 

If force of language and bitterness of 
could have made up for hie previous neglect, (he 
Squire's letter was an apok>gy in itself. It was 
sliort, bnt sharp and decisive. "The grain of 
trnth," he wrote, " among the bushel of lies that 
this young gendenan has told you is, that he 
was once a guest under my roof — I forget wheth- 
er for two nights or three. He will never be 
there again — neitlier now nor after I am in my 
box" (this was the Squire's playful way of allud- 
ing to the rites of sepulture). " He has no more 
claim upon me than any otheT of my bastards — 
of whom I have more than I know of— and in 
(set less, for 1 may hare deceived their mothers, 
wheraas his played a trick on me. ^s to his 
expectations from me, I can only tell you this 
much, that T expect he will come to be bunged ; 
as for interest, whatever he may have with my 
son of a she-dog of a chaplain, he has none with 
mo ; and as for money, so far as I know, 
a pauper, and likely to remain so as long 
livps" TherpwprBnltK 



"A nice letter of recommendation, truly, and 
from his own father, of the young gentleman who 
asked me for my daughter's haiidl" growled 
Trevetbick. "You ought to be thankful to get 
out of Getliin with whole bones. If ' Sol' was 
to come to know of what you asked of me, I 
would not answer for even so much as that, I 
promise jou." 

" ' Sol' might have known of it had you not 
chosen to keep it from him, for reasons best 
known to yourself," said Richard, quietly. " You 
have laken some time to make up your mind be- 

Trevethick winced; for the promise of the 
young man's interest with respect to Wheal 
Danes had, iu fact, been the bait which had 
tempted him to temporize so long. He had nev- 
er meant to give his daughter to Richard ; bnt 
he had hoped to reap an advantage, present or 
future, out of the implied intention; nor did he 
know even yet in what relation Richard stood 
with Parson Whymper, 

"At all events, it's made up now," answered 
the landlord, curtly. 

" This letter has caused you to decide against 
me, then f" 

"That letter? Well, of course it has. Not 
that there ain't a heap of other reasons; but 
that one's enough, I should think, even for }-on." 

"It is jost such a letter as I should have ex- 
pected Carew to pen," obser\"ed Kichard, coolly, 
"and does not alter the fjicts of the case as I 



stated ihem to you one whit. Tliat my father is 
furious nith me is clear enough ; that is, because 
he is in the wrong, and feels it. He is angry, 
you see, even wilh Mr. Whymper, because he 
knows that his view of my case is such as I de- 
scribed to JOU. I confessed from the first that 
my interest at Crompton was a contingent one. 
You are treating me with great injustice, Mr. 
Trevetbick." 

"What! Have you so much brass left as to 
say that ? You, that hare asked my permission 
to pay court to my daughter, under the pretense 
that yon were a fine gentleman, independent at 
present, and the heir-presnmptive to one of the 
richest commonci's in the kingdom ! How durst 
you do it? Yon vagabond! youscoundrel!" 

"Yon will be sorry for having said those 
words some day," said Richard, hoarsely ; he was 
choking with rage, and yet it was necessary to 
restrain himself. He felt that this man would 
presently forbid him his house — would separata 
him from his Hariy forever ; and that would be 
like tearing ont his heart-strings. Always auda- 
cious, there was nolJiing that he was not now 
prepared to say or do to avert this. > ' I tell you, 
Mr. Treveihicfc, this letter b full of lies, or rath, 
er it is written by a madman. I am not a bas- 
tard ; 1 am not a pauper. I have an independ- 
ence of my own, though, indeed, it is small com- 
pared with my expectations. My motier makes 
me a good allowance. I am a gentleman, and I 
have a right to be listened to by any man, when 
I ask leave to be his daughter's lover. " 

"Let OS leave alone your gentility, Sir, and 
your mother's allowances," sneered the landlord, 
"since there is no means of gauging either the 
one or the other. As for your independent 
property — I don't believe you have a hundred 
pounds in the world ; but it is easy enough to 
prove that I am mistaken there. Let me see 
the money down. Show me your three or four 
thousand pounds in gold, or notes that I know, 
for I must needs be particular with so clever a 
young gentleman ; notes of the Bank of En- 
gland, or of the Miners' Bank at Plymouth. 
Let me hold tliem in my hand, and then I shall 
feel that you are speaking the truth. At pres- 
ent, I teU you faiily, that if I saw a check of 
yours, I should look upon it as so much waste 
paper until I also saw it honored.'' 

"Three thousand pounds is a large sum, Mr. 
Trevetbick," said Richard, thoughtfully. 

"Let us say two, then," returned the landlord, 
mockingly. " Sell out two thousand ponnds of 
this independent fortune of yours, that has been 
invested in the Deep Sea Cockle Mine, or in de- 
bentures of the Railway in the Air. Let me see 
but two thousand pounds, Mr. Richard Yorke, 
and then — and not hefbre — may you open your 
lips to me again respecting my daughter Harij." 
He turned upon his heel with a bitter laugh ; 
while Richard, as white as the sketch-book he 
still held in his hand, remained speechless. A 
perilous thought had Ijiken possession of his 
mind — a thought that it would have been better 
for him to have dropped down theie dead than 

have entertained, but it grew and grew apace 
within him like a foul weed. Had his life of 
selfish pleasure angered the long-sufiering gods, 
and, having resolved upon his ruin, were they 
already making him mad? He ran after the 
■ ■ lan, who did not so much as turn to look 
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behind him, lliough he could not but hare beard 
Ilia rapid steps. " Mr. Trevelhick, I Tiill do it," 
he gasped out. 

" Do whftt ?" eaitl the other, contemptuoasly, 
glriding on, " Go hang yourself, or jump off 
Gethin rock into the sea?" 

" I will got joa the money that joTi speak of— 
the two thousand pounds. You shall have it in 
your hand, and keep it for that matter, if yon 

" What ?" Unutterable astonishment stared 
out from the landlord's face. For the fitEt time 
since the receipt of Carew's letter he began to dis- 
credit its contents. If this young fellow had real- 
ly the immediate command of so large a sam, 
there was probably much more "behind hi 
He mast either have a fortune 
or if Carew had settled such a i 
him. he must have had a reasoi 
reason Richard had assigned. And if s«. Wheal 
Danes might be his to dispose of even yet. But 
Trevethick was not the man to hint a doubt of 
his foregone conclusions. " Yon have not got 
this money in your pocket, have you?" said be, 
with a short diy laugh, 

" No, Sir ; but I can get a check for it from 
my modier, in course of post. " 

" A check !" cried the other, contemptuously, 
all his suspicions retaming with tenfold force. 
"I would not give one penny for such a check." 

"I will get it changed myself, Mr. Treve- 
thick, at Plymouth. The post has gone, but I 
will write to-morrow, and within the week — '' 

' ' You shall not stay here a week, nor another 
twenty-fbur hours," roared Trevethick, " I 
hai'e been made a fool of long enough, I will 
not listen to another word." 

But be did listen, nevertheless. No longer 
hampered by vague fears and difficulties, with 
which he knew not how to grapple, hut with a 
dis^nct plan of operatiouf before him, Richard's 
eloquence was irresistible. Deceit, if not habit- 
ual with him, had been practiced too often to 
lack the gloss of truth from his ready tongue. 
He actually had a scheme for procuritig the sum 
in question, and when he possessed confidence 
himself, it was rarely, indeed, tbat he failed to 
inspire it in others. For Ihe second time, the 
landlord of the Gethin Castle found himself iti 
doubt ; he was staggered by the posiliveness of 
the young man's assertions, and by the force and 
Bow of his glowing words. In spite of himself, 
he began once more to think that he might have 
been mistaken in condemning him as an impos- 
tor, after all ; as Kichard hj^ B^d, Caraw was 
scarcely sane, and when excited by wrath, a 
downright m^man. His resolves, too, were as 
Dntrustworthy and fickle as the winds. Treve- 
thick felt l«lerably convinced that the money 
would, at all events, be forthcoming; and the 
sum — large in itself— seemed the earnest of much 
more. Last, but not least, there were the possi- 
bilities in connection with the mine. If he broke 
aLtogetber with Richard, and turned him out of 
his hoase outrigbt, might not his first act be to 
reveal to Parson Whymper, in revenge, all that 
he knew about Wheal Danes I 

"Well, well, you shall stay at Gethin, then, 
till your cheek comes, young gentleman," said 
he, in a lone that was meant to be conciliatory. 
" I don't wish to be uncivil to any man, and cer- 
tainly not to one who baa been my guest so long- 



But yon will keep yourself to yourself, if von 
please, in the mean time. The bar parlor will 
no longer be open to you, ntitil you have proved 
your right to be there. And I don't mean to 
promise any thing eertmn by that, neither; but 
what with your fast talking and fine speaking 
I'm all in a buzz." 

Honest John Trevethick did not, indeed, know 
What to think, what to believe, or what to pro- 
pose to himself for the future. His brain, unacv 
onstomed to much reflection, and dulled by pret- 
ty frequent potutions, was fairly muddled. ' Slost 
heartily did he wish that this young landscape- 
painter had never set foot in GetSn; but yet 
he could not make up his mind lo summarily 
eject him. Upon the whole, he was almost as 
glad to temporize in the matter as RSchuid was 
himself. 

In point of fact, Richard Yorke had won the 
battle, and was for the present master of the 
field; hnt what a struggle it had been, and at 
what a loss he bad obtained the victory, you 
might have read in his white face and haggard 
eyes. As to whether !t would be possible to 
hold the advantage he had gained was a prob- 
lem he had yet to solve. lie had committed 
himself to a policy which might — nay, very prob- 
ably would — succeed ; hut if it should fiul, there 
would be no escape from utter ruin. He had 
burned his boats, and broken down the bridge 
behind him. 



CHAPTER XX. 

Fon four mote days, Richard Yorke continued 
at Ihe Gethin Castle — to outward appearance, in 
the same relation with the landlord and his fam- 
ily as before, but in reality on a totaEy different 
footing. Trevethick had not found it practicable 
to exclude bis lale guest from the bar parlor ; 
he could not do so without entering into an e:c- 
planaiion with its other tenants, which he was not 
prepared for, or without devising some excuse 
tar beyond his powers. Notwithstanding bis 
bluff ways, he could tell a lie without moving a 
muscle ; but he was incapable of any such am- 
bitious flight of deceit aa the present state of af- 
fairs demanded. He had, indeed, no aptitude 
for social diplomacy of any Iiind, and suffered 
his change of feeling Knvard the young land- 
scape-painter to appear so plainly that even the 
phlegmatic Solomon observed it. He was ratEi- 
er pleased than otherwise to do so. He had 
acquiesced in the hospitahty with which Richard 
had been treated, but without the slightest sym- 
pathy with it; and, in flict, lia had no sympa- 
thies save those which were connected with his 
personal interests. It was evident enougli that 
his fcther-in-Iaw elect had had some reasons of 
Ills own— probably in relation to Ihe propeily he 
held under Carew— for conciliating this young 
gentleman ; and " Sol" had taken it for granted 
they were good, that is, substantial, ones. If 
these reasons no longer existed, the sooner this 
young gentleman was got rid of the better. It 
was true he had behaved himself very civilly ; 
but his presence among them had been, on the 
whole, oppressive. " Sol" rather chafed at Rieh- 
ard'a social superiority, though it was ceilninly 
never intrnded, and, at all events, he tirefcrreil 



EO 



BSED IN THE BONE. 



the society of his own class, among whom he felt 
himself qualified lo take the lead. But the idea, 
of jealousy had never entered into bis mind. In 
his eyea liichaEd was a mere boy, whose years, 
as well as his position in life, precluded bim 
Iron any serious intentions with res|iecC to Har- 
ry, whom, moreoTer, Solomon regarded as bis 
Mtrotlied. If he had been manied lo her, he 
would certainly bare forbidden hei- "gadding 
about" so much with this young fellow ; but s 
present she was under her father's rule, and tli _ 
old man knew rerj well what he was about . lie 
was glad that there now seemed a prospect, to 
judge fi'om the latter's manner, that the lads 
intimacy with Harry, and the family generally, 
was abont to end; but it might have lasted 
six months longer without " Sol's" opening his 
mouth about it, bo prudently had Eichard played 
his cards— -so irreproachably behared "before 
folk." 

Solomon went, as usual, daily to look afler af- 
Mn at Dunloi:i)el, but Trevethick remidned 
within doors, under pretense that the infiux: of 
guests, which was in ftct considerable, demand- 
ed his presence. He took care that Bichard and 
Harry should have no opportunity of meeting 
alone throughout the day ; while in the evening 
he sat in almost total sUence, sucMng bis pipe, 
and frowning Roomily— a wet blanket upon the 
little company, and the soiu'ce of well-grotinded 
terror to his danghter Harry. 

liichard had told her how the matter stood; 
pretested that he could get the money ; and ai'- 
gued that when that was done, her father could 
have no excuse for forbidding his suit. But she 
knew the old man better than he, and trembled. 

On the fifth day Bichard received a letter, 
inclosing a check for two thousand pounds upon 
& London bank, from hia mother, and, with an 
ale of qoiet triumph, showed it to his host. 

" That is worth nothing here, " observed Treve- 
thick, coldly ; " for all I know, the Iwink may 
not exist, or she may have no account there." 
But it was plain he was surprised, and disnp- 

" Notice has been sent to Plymouth, ns I am 
here informed, " said Bichaid; "so that I can 
get the cheek changed there, if jou are still dis- 
Ba^fied ; which, jou must pardon me for saying, 
I do not think you really are. Come, take my 
hand, and allow that joa have behaved ungener- 
ously. You're a, man of your word, I know. 
This proves to yon I am at least no pauper. I 
claim the right which you agreed to grant on 
that condition, to ast your daughter's hand, and 
demand of you l« leave her, at all events, to 
grant it if she pleases. I affirm, once more, the 
truth of all that I have told yon as regards my- 
self. I am Carew's only son, begotten in lawful 
wedlock. He will acknowledge as much him- 
self some day, even though he should delay it to 
his dving hour. If ever I come to possess it 
(and I think I shall), Wheal Danes shall be 
yours, without the payment of a shilling. Even 
now, I do not offer myself empty-handed. This 
is the sum that you voiirself agreed I should 
show mjsetf possessed of; but there is more 
where this comes from. I ask again, then, give 
me my fair chance with Harry : let her choose 
between me and this man Coe." 

This was a wily speech ; for Hichai-d was 
recapitulating the very arguments which were 



presenting themselves to the old man's mind. 
True, ho had pi-omisod his daughter to Solomon, 
and would much rather have had him for a son- 
in-law ; but there were unqnesdonablT great ad- 
vantages in the position of this other claimant. 
Trevethick was not quite the slave lo gratitude 
which he had professed himself lo be, with re- 
spect to Coe's father. He did feel sincerely 
grateful; but he had himself exaggerated the 
feeling, with the very intention of making Hany 
understand that her fate was fixed. He had not 
been blind lo the lact, that from the first she had 
never regarded "Sol" with favor as a suitor, 
and it was still possible to break off the match 
without disgrace, upon the ground of her disin- 
clination to it. Above all, perhaps, he was act- 
uated by ttie apprehension that Kithard, if re- 
fused a hearing, would disclose the secret of 
Wheal Danes, ajid wreck the scheme upon which 
his heart had been set for near half a century. 
One word from bim would divert the unsuspect- 
ed wealth, over which he had so long gloated in 
anticipation, into another's hand. But he did 
not like the young man better for the precious 
knowledge wliich he alone shared with him; 
far otherwise ; he hated him for it, and, without 
being a murderer in his heart, would have gladly 
welcomed the news that his mouth was closed 
forever by death. 

"I wish such or such a one was in heaven," 
is a common expression, the meaning of which 
is of still more general aeceptalion. The idea, 
in fact, has doubtless flitted across the minds of 
most of us, though few, let us hope, would help 
to realize it; for, notwithstMiding its agreeable 
form, it is not n benevolent aspiration. The re- 
ception of the inilividnal in question into the 
realms of bliss has less interest with ns than hia 
removal fram the earth's surface, and, conse- 
quently, from onr path upon it We may be 
very civil toward this person, and we often are ; 
but we seldom desire him for a, son-in-law. 
John Trevethick did not But still less did he 
desire his open enmity; the longer, at all events, 
the declaration of war could be deferi'ed tlie bet- 

"Come," nrged Eichard; "I am only de- 
manding the redemplitin of your promise — one," 
added he, precipitately, ' ' that it lies in your own 
power to redeem." 

"The conditions, Mr. Torlie, have not yet 
been fulfilled," said Trevethick, pointing to the 
ciieck. " I must see that money in bank-notes." 

He had not the least doubt of the genuineness 
of the docnment; but his objection would at 
least give him the respite of another day or two, 
and a respite seemed almost a reprieve. 

" As you will," answered Richard, with a faint 
smile. "It is a matter of perfect indifference 
to me, and only costs mea journey to Plymouth. 
If yon will be so good aa to let me have some 
vehicle to take me as far as Turlock, I will pack 
my carpet-bag and start at once." 

The landlord nodded, and withdrew without a 
word 

Left to himself, the smile feded from Richard's 
face, and was succeeded by a look of the utmost 
dejection and disappointment. All had been go- 
ing so well up to that veiy last moment, and now 
all remained to be done, jiist as though nothing 
had bean done at all. 'The dangerous path that 
he had marked out for himself had to be troddaji 
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from first to last, at the very moment when he 
had seemed to have reached his journey's end by 
a safe short-cut. lie knew that it was the small- 
est grain of suspicion, if not the mere desire to 
procrastinate, that had turned the scale in Trere- 
thicfe's mind, and imposed this task upon him. 
The genuineness of the check had been almost 
taken for granted — entire success had been 
missed, as it were, hy a hair's-breadth. And 
now he was as fir from it as ever. Had he been 
but a little more earnest, or a little more careless 
in his own manner, all might have been well. 
'i"he obstacle that intervened between him and 
his desire still stood there, thongh only by an ac- 
cident, as thongh, after he had ikirly blown it 
into the air, it had resettled itself precisely in the 

Eiehard felt iike some offender against the 
hiw who had been foiled in an ingenious scheme 
by the stupidity rather than the sagacity of him 
he would have defrauded ; or, rather, like one 
who has been brought to justice by misadventure 
—through some blunder which Fate itself had 
suggested to his prosecutor. He was filled with 
bitlemeaa and mortification, and also with fear. 
This miscarriage now imposed a necessity upon 
him, which lie had contempiated, indeed, but 
never looked fairly in the face ; he had always 
hoped it might be evaded. The only alternative 
that presented itself was to give up his Harry; 
this swept across liis mind for a single instant — 
a black shadow that seemed to plunge his whole 
being in night — then left it firmly set upon its 
perilous purpose. 

He did not seek lo see her before he left; he 
could not trust himself so tar e^en as to turn his 
head and wave her a good-bj, as he started from 
the inn door, althongh he felt that she was watch- 
ing him from an upper window. lie was afraid 
of the anxiety that consumed him being visible 
to those loving eyes. She knew upon what er- 
rand he was going, but not the dangers of it. 
■ - ■■ -'rev ■' ■ ■ 
>dy 
found fault with horse and bar: 

"The master's in a queer temper to-day, Sir," 
was ihe driver's remark, as Ihey slowly climbed 
the bill out of the village. 

"So it seems," answered Richard, absent- 

"r- 

The road they traveled was the same on which 
he had pursued Harry on tiiat eventful night, 
now months ngo; eveiy object recalled her U> 
him — the ruined tower on the promontory, the 
Fairies' Bower in the glen; but they suggested 
less of love than of the peril that, for love's sake, 
he was abont to undergo. When they reached 
the point where he had met her first, on the 
margin of the moor, now bright vritli gorse and 
heather, and with its gray rocks sparkling in the 
sun, an overwhelming melancholy seized him. 
Was it possible that the omen which had alarmed 
her simple mind was really in the course of fnl~ 
lillment ? Was he, indeed, fated to be the cause 
of misfortune to her tie loved so well ? If evil 
should befall him, it was only too certain that it 
would include her in its consequences. 

"You seem a cup loo low, Mr. Yoike," said 
the driver, wondering at the young man's unus- 
ual silence ; for his habit was to be brisk and 
lively with every body. 

" We'll remedy that when we get to Tur- 



lock," answered Richard, good-naturedly, "by 
taking a glass of what you will together." 

Accordingly, when they reached the litile 
town, and while the posl^-horses were getting 
ready which were to. lake him on the next stage 
of his journey, Kichard callecl for some liquor. 

"Here's yonr good health, Sir, "said the man, 
and added, in a roguish whisper, ' ' and our 
yoang missus's too, Sir." 

"By all means," said Richard, coolly. " But 
why couple hers with mine?" 

"Well, Sir, it do come natural like, some- 
how," said the man, becoming suddenly stolid, 
on perceiving that his remark was hy no means 
relished. "I suppose it's seeing you so much 
about logethei-i but I meant no offense." 

"I am sure of that," said Kichard. It was 
on the lip of his tongue to pnrsne the subject, but 
he I'estnuned himself. If he bad already given 
occasion for gossip, he did not wish lo provide 
fresh fuel for it in his absence from Gethin. 

When a mile or two away from Tnrlock he 
produced the chock which was the apparent 
cause of his irksome journey, and tearing it into 
minute fragments, scattered them out of the 
window. 

Upon the second day he arrived at Plymouth, 
but too late for banking-hours, and drove to an 
hotel. He had had little to eat upon his jour- 
ney, yet he now sent his dinner away almost un- 
tasted ; on the other hand, though it was unusu- 
al with him to take much wine, he drank a bot- 
tle of Champagne and some sherry, then lit a ci< 
gar, and strolled out of doors. It was a beauti- 
ful evening ; and he sauntered on the Hoe, gaz- 
ing upon that glorious prospect of sea and shore 
which it affords, without paying regard lo any 
thing, although all was as new as fair. His 
mind, however, took in every object mechanic- 
ally, and often presented them to him again in 
aDer-years, just as it did that summer scene 
upon the ruined tower. Was it laying in provi- 
sion for itself agwnst the time, now drawing so 
nigh, when his physical evea should have no 
more of such fair gh eed p 
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There was one large vessel a great way off 
Ihat he had not hitherto ohsen-ed, but which now 
became conspicnons by its green light, liicbard, 
vaguely interested in this exoeprionnl beacon, in- 
quired of a miserable-looking man, who had in 
vain been offering his services as cicerone, what 
it signified. 

" Well, Sir, them colors as the ships show all 
mean something different; the red is from the 
floating powder-magazine, and the yellow is — " 

"I said the green light," broke in liiciiard. 
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with his usnal impatience of pralixi^, " Wliat 
is tliat vessel there, I eay ?" 

"Oh, that'fl the convict sliip, Sir; lliey say 
she is waiting until after the 'sizes, to take the 
drah-jaekets lo Portland. " 

Richard nodded, and threw the man a shil- 
ling^ then walked hastily away into the town. 
The night was mild, but his teeth chattered, and 
he shook in every limb. 



CIIAPTEK XXr. 



As, though Richard had fasted long, he could 
not eat, so, though he was fu.tigued with the 
travel of tlie last two days, he could not sleep. 
He turned from side to side npon his pillow 
throughout the weary night, and strove to lose 
himself, and shut out thought, in vidn. even for 
an instant. He got np and paced the room ; 
and, when the streaks of dawn began to show 
themselves, drew u|!i the blind, and looked forth. 
It was B very different scene from that he had 
been accustomed to contemplate nt Gethin. In 
phice of the waste of ocean, specked by a sail or 
two, whose presence only served to intensify its 
sblitaiy grandeoc, the thick-peopled city lay be- 
fore him. But as yet there were no tokens of 
waking life; the streets were empty, the ivin- 
dows shrouded, and a steady drizzle of rain was 
falling, which gave promise of a wretched day. 
Even when the morning advanced, it was diffi- 
cult to make oat the individual buildings; but 
he had had the Miners' Bank pointed out lo him 
on the previous day, and he thought ho recog- 
nized it now. It was there that the business 
which he had proposed to himself was to be ef- 
fected, and he gazed at il with interest. .The 
wisest of us are simple in some tilings, and 
though so knowing in the ways of the world — 
that is, of his world— Eichard' knew nothing of 
banks whatever, and wondered whether he would 
have any difficulty in carrying out his object 
He could not foresee any ; it seemed (o him that 
the banking folks would be glad to oblige him in 
the matter in question, since, if there was any 
advantage, it would be on Ihelr side. But there 
were six hours yet before he could perform this 
business, and since sleep was denied him, how 
was he to pass the time? There was a large 
book upon the drawers, which he had not hith- 
erto obseiTed, with the royal arms stamped upon 
it, and the name of the hotel inscribed betiealh 
them. It did not look like a devotional work, but 
it was the New Testament — a work that was very 
literally new to Eichard Yorke. He had seen 
it, of course, often ; was acquainted by hearsay 
with its contents, and had joked about them. 
It is the easiest book in the world to make jokes 
upon, which, perhaps, accounts for its being so 
favorite a subject of lidicule with foolish persons. 
Shakspeare is also easy to moke fun of, but the 
soBptoB of blasphemy is in that case wanting, 
which, to many, forms the chief charm of witty 
converse. Richard looked at it as a dog looks 
at a stick ; but he took it up, and opened it at 
random. " Having no hope, and without God 
in the vrorld." 

Hewasnot abelieverin sortilege. If the test 
he had chanced upon hnd been ever so applicable 



to his own condition, it would have made but lit- 
tle impression npon him, and this was not very 
pertinent in its application. He was by no means 
without hope. He had come to Plymouth full 
of hope, though disappointed at its not having 
been already exchanged for certainty. He had 
good hope of inspiring John Trevethick with 
confidence in his social position, and consequent- 
ly of obtaining his consent to marry the woman 
who had now become indispensable to his happi- 
ness. He had even some hope of yet inheritJUE 
a portion of his father's great estate. He could 
not be accused of spiritual ambition. Any ottier 
sort of hope than that of being in a position to 
enjoy himself thoroughly bad never entered into 
his mind. Just now, however, he was far from 
enjoying himself; he was a prey to anxiety, and 
any opportunity of forgetting it was welcome to 
him. Hot without an eflbrt to he interested, 
therefore, he reflected npon these words, which 
seemed rather to have been spoken in his ear 
aloud than merely to have caught his eye. He 
had already shut the book with contemptuous 
impatience, but he found himself, nevertheless, 
repeating: "Having no hope, and without God 
in the world," and pondering upon their mean, 
ing. He wondered at himself for taking the 
trouble to do so; but if he didn't do that, his 
thoughts would, he knew, be even less pleasant- 
ly occupied ; so he let them slip into this novel 
channel. How could a. man be without God in 
the world, if God was every where? as he had 
somewhere seen or heard stated, and wliich ho 
believed to be the hct. It was one of the objec- 
tions against the Bible, was his peevish reHoc. 
tion, tliat it was self-contradictory in its asser- 
tions, and nnmislakably distinct only in its de- 
nunciations of wrath. Here was a case in point, 
and one which might justly be "taken up" by 
a fellow, if it was worth while. As for himself, 
he was no skeptic Exeter Hall might have 
clasped him to her breast (and would) npon that 
ground. He was accostomed to nse the name 
of the Creator whenever he wished to be partic- 
ularly decisii'e; but for any other purpose he 
had never named it with his lips. Even as a 
child, his mother had never tanght hun to do 
so. She had never spoken to bin on religious 
subjects except in humorous connection with the 
Heads of the two tHiurches to which her first 
husband had belonged — -Emannel Swedenboi^ 
and JoannaSouthcott. If the expression " with- 
out God in the world" meant the living in it with- 
out the practice of religion, it certainly did have 
an application to himself, but also to every one 
else with whom he was acquainted. Of course 
he had known people who went lo church— yonng 
men of his own age, whom their parents com- 

Eelled to do so, and who envied him the liberty 
e enjoyed in that respect; and the poor folks 
at Gethin went to chapel. Bnt, even, there, 
shrewd fellows like TrevetJiick and Solomon diil 
not trouble themselves to do so. True, Harry 
wentl Bnt then women, unless they were uu- 
commonly clever, like his own mother, always 
did go to hear the parsons. Parsons, as a rale, 
were hypocrites. He had met one or two of 
them in town under circumstances that showed 
they had really no more "nonsense about them" 
than other people, but in the pulpit they were 
bound to cant. Look at Mr. Whymper, for in- 
stance — the best specimen of them, by-the-by, he 
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had ever knowii — who could doutt that his mind 
was whoUj set upon the main chance ? To what 
slights and insolences did he submit him^f for 
the sake of feathering his own nest i and how he 
had counted npon that tat Uving, of which the 
Squire had so cruelly disappointed him ! Talk of 
religion 1 vhj, there was Carew himself, with thir- 
ty thousand a year, and did not spend a shilling 
of it on religion I True, ho kept a chaplain, bn 
only as a check upon his steward, to manage hi 
estate for him. If there was really any thing i 
it^ would not a, rich man like him have put aside 
a portion of his wealth, by way of insurance — in- 
surance against fire?~antl here lUchard chuckled 
to himself. 

It was all rubbish, these texts and things. 
lie would dress himself, and go out and take a 
walk, although it was so early. He had aireadj 
heard sonnds in the hoase, as though somebody 
was astir ; so he rang the belL It was answeied 
hy a sleepy and disheveled personage, whom he 
scarcely recognized for the sieek "night chara- 
herlain, " whose du^ it was to watch while others 
slept, and who had giien him a bed-candle not 
many hours betbre. 

"What! siill up mv man? said Richard, 
gayly. 

" Yes, Sir. The mom ng ma 1 has but just 
comein; we had a passenger I v it. I put him 
in the room under }ou but he seemed a quiet 
one, and I didn't thmj. hed a disturbed you." 

"He did not," said Richard. "I have been 
awake all ni^t, and never so much as heatd 
him. Can I have some hot water ?" 

"Not yet, Sir, I'm afraid; Ihei-e's no fire 
alight at present, I can get you some brandy- 
and-soda. Sir." 

"No, no," answered Richard, smiling; "I 
sha'n't want that; and as for the hot water, I 
can do without it ; but, now you're here, just tell 
me, for I am quite a stranger to jonv town, isn't 
that high rooryonder,''and he pointed to the ob- 
ject in question, "the Miners' Eank?" 

"Yessir, that's it. Ah, if the morning was 
but a little liner, you would have a lovely view 
from this here window — half the town and a 
good slice of Che harbor I There's a splendid 
building out to the left there, if the clouds would 
but lift a little. That's the County Jail, Sir." 

" Indeed, "said Richard, carelessly, and turned 
away. "Just laXe my boots down with yon, as 
I shall want them as soon as yoa can get them 
cleaned." 

The man did as he was bid. Directly he bad 
left the KKim, Richard pulled down the window- 
blind, and staggered to a chair. Perhaps want 
of food and sleep had weakened him ; but he sat 
down, looking very pale and hazard, like one 
who has received a sudden shock. Why should 
one man have answered him last night, "the 
convict ship," and now this fellow have pointed 
ont the jiul? It was only & coincidence, of 
coarse ; but if there was ever such a thing as an 
evil augury, he had surely experienced it on 
those two occasions. " This is what comes of 
bnrying one's self at Gethin," thought he, smil- 
ing faintly at his own folly. "If I staid thei-e 
much longer, I should begin to believe in mer- 
m^ds and the Flying Dutchman." Jail! Why, 
if the very worst should happen, the matter would 
only require to bo explained ; he was in no real 
peril from the law, after all. Indeed, the \ery 



revelation which he most dreaded would only, by 
exposing the true slate of affaii-s, precipitate his 
happiness. Trevethick would then be as eager 
as himself to hasten Harry's marriage. 

Thus he reasoned notil something of equanim- 
ity returned to him. Then he attired himself, 
buttoning his frock-coat carefnlly over his chest, 
and went down stairs. As be reached the next 
knding, a gentleman emerged from the room 
immediately beneath his own, like himself, fully 
dressed, and carrying his hat and great-coat. He 
was a small stout mau, with bushy red whiskers,' 
a good-natured face, and little twinkling biaii 
ej-es. With a civil bow ho made way for Rich- 
ard to pass him, and then folIowed"him down 
stairs into the coffee-room. It was a huge 
apartment, and quite empty escept for their two 
selves. Most persons meeting in such a Sahara 
woulid have exchanged a salutation; and Rich- 
ard, gregarious by nature besides, being eager 
to divert his thoughts,-at once entered mKi con- 



' ' You are the gentleman who arrived hy the 
mail this morning, I conclude," said he, "other- 
wise yon would scarcely keep such early hours," 
"Just BO, Sir," answered the other, smiling. 
" I thought it was not worth while to go to bed, 
but just gave myself a wash and brush up; and 
here I am, sharp-set for breakfast. " 

It was plain this man was not a gentleman, 
but Richard cared very little about that. He 
would have talked to the waiter, indcGiuItof any 
other companion. 

"Well, I have been to bed," said Richard, 
smiling, "though something I took at dinner 
disagreed with me, and kept me awake all 
night. Do you mean to say yon are not going 
to take any horizontal refi^shroent at all ?" 

"Well, no; I had some sleep in the eoach. 
and a very little of that article does for me. If 
eat and drink enough, as I do, it is aston- 
ng how well you can get on without rest." 
'Indeed," said Richard. "I should like to 
the substitutes you take for what I have al- 
ways found an indispensable necessity. Suppose 
have breakfast together, and yon shall order 

' But not pay for it," stipulated the stout gen- 
tleman, in a tone that you might take as either 
t or earnest. ' ' We'll go slmres in that, eh ?" 
' Unless you will allow me to be your host, 
will certainly go shares," said Richard, won- 
dering to himself whether in all Gethin so great 
boor as this could be found above-ground or 
jneath it, or making his business on the waters, 
hut rather amused nevertheless. 

! don't hke misunderstandings," expluned 
the little man, "nor yet obligations. It's not 
that I grudge my monM', or have not as mnch 
"' . as I want, thank Heaven 1" 

Then you've got more than any body else I 
know," said Richard, laughing; "and I am ac- 
inted with some rich men too," 
I date say. Sir ; you are a rich man your- 
self, I hope. Yoa look like a young gentleman 
with plenty of money in your pocket," 

At any other time Richard would not have 
been displeased by such an observation, which 
was, moreover, a perfectly just one. Ho looked 
from head to heel like a young man of fortune, 
and had been brought up as idly and uselessly 
any such ; but now he blushed and fell un- 
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comfortable; nnd hia fingers, in spite of him- 
self, EOught lliat breast-pocket which he hail so 
carefully buttoned up, as though his compBilion's 
observation had had a literal and material mean- 
ing. 

" Do you know PljTnoulh ?" asked he of the 
stranger, by way of taniing the conversatioo. 

"Pnrfecily. _ Indeed, I live heie; but I did 
not wish 10 arrive at home at snch an unseason- 
able hour as the coach comes in. If, as a resi- 
dent, I can be of any seiTice to yon, pray com- 
mand me. But you don't eat, Sir." 

Kichard, indeed, was only playing with a piece 
of toast, while e^s and ham and marmalade 
were disappearing with maryelous rapidi^ down 
the throat of his companion. 

" I am not like yon," he answered. " Want 
of sleep produces want of appeiito with me. 
With respect to Plymouth, you are very good to 
offer me your hospitali^, hut — " 

"t'ervices. Sir — services while in the town, I 
siud," observed the hltle man. " Let as have no 
misunderstanding, nor yet obligation ; that's my 
motto. Now, what can I do for yon, short of 

"Well, I shall not greatly tax your prudence, " 
rejoined Richard, this time laughing heartily, 
" tliough yon must certainly be either a Scotch- 
man or a lawyer, to be so anxious 10 act 'with- 
out prejudice.' The only information I have to 
ask of you is, at what time the bank opens ; for 
I have got some bnaness to do there, which I 
want to effect as soon as possible, and then be off," 

"The hank! Well, there's more than one 
bank in I'lymoath," observed the little man, 
scraping up the last shreds of marmalade on his 
plate. "They open at different hours." 

"The Miners' Company is the one I want to 
goto." 

"That opens at nine, Sir. It's on mv way 
home, and I shall be glad to show it jou.^ 

"Thank you ; bat it was pointed out to me 
last night, "said Richard, stiffly; for he preferred 
to effect the business which he had on hand 
alone. " It is still raining. What do you say- 
to a cigar in the smoking-room V" 

"With pleasure, when I have jnst written 
iJiree words to tell my people of my arrival," an. 
swered the stranger; "however,! can do that 
as well there as here." 

And so eager did he seem for Richard's so- 
ciety that he had pen and paper brought into the 
hotel divau, and from thence dispatched his note. 

"Takeoneof my cigars," said Richard, good- 
naturedly, offering his case. 

"So, no," replied ihe little man, shaking his 
head, and looking vety grave; "yon know my 
motto. Sir." 

"A cigar,"urged Richard, "is one of those 
things that one can accept even from a stranger 
without that sense of obligation from which you 
shrink so sensitively. Seriously, my good Sir, 
I shall Bsel offended if you refuse me this small 

" Sooner than that shall be, Sir, 111 take your 
cigar," said the little man. He held it up to the 
light, and sniffed at it with great zest. "This 
is no common lirand, I reckon." 

"Well, it is better than yi 



I daresay, answered Richard, 
smiling; for his cigars, like every thing else ht 
had about him, were of the best. 



" Now I'll tell you what Til do. I'll put this 
in my pocket, if you'll allow me, young gen- 
tleman, for a treat when I get home. After an 
early morning breakfast, I generally prefer a 
pipe;" and he prodnced one accordingly from 
his pocket 

The room was melancholy lo the last degree, 
h^ng lit only from a sky-light; relics of ihe last 
night's dissipation, in the shape of empty glassea 
and ends of cigars, were still npon the small 
round tables ; while a two-days-old newspaper 
was the only lileratore of which the apartment 
could boast. 

" This place and hour would bs dull enough, 
Sir, without your society," observed Richard, 
genially. " I don't think I was ever up so early 
in my life before, nor in such a den of a place.' 

" It's reckoned a good inn, t«o, is the Gforge 
and Vulture ; but the hfe of a hotel, you see, 
don't begin till later on in the ^y." 

"That's a pity," said Richard, laughing, " as 
I sha'n't have the oppoitunity of seeing it at its 
best, I hope lo he away by 9,30, or 10 at 
latest." 

"Ah, 



really a genuine air of in 
was a vulgar fellow, no doubt; but Richard 
rather liked him, mainly because it was evident 
that ihe other was captivated by him. He had 
laid himself ont to please John Trerethick nnd 
his friend Solomon for thebst sis months, with- 
out success, yet here was a man who had evi- 
dently appreciated him at once. If he was but 
a bagman, or something of that sort, it was only 
the more cieditable to his own powers of pleas- 
ing; and his vanity— and Richard was as vain 
of his social attractions as a girl — was flattered 
accordingly. In his solitude and wretchedness, 
tno, the society of this stranger bad been very 
welcome. 

" I am sorry," said Richard, when they bad 
passed some hoars t(^;ether, and it was getting 
near nine o'clock, " &at I am obliged lo leave 
I'lymouth so soon. It would have ^ven me 
great pleasure if you could have come and dined 
with me i though, indeed, I fear I have already 
detained you from your family. It was the act 
of a good Samaritan to keep mo company so 
long, and I thank you heartily." 

"Don't mention it, Sir^don't mention it," 
siud the little man, quite huskily. " I have only 
done my duly " 

This courteous sentiment made Richard 
laugh. "Your dut) lo jour neighboi, eh?' 
said he. "Well I mast now wish yon good- 
by ; " and he held out his hand with a frank 
smile. "Perhaps we may meet again some 

"Perhaps so, Sir, said the other, knocking 
the ashes out of his pipe, and aicompanjing him 
into the hall. 

At the hotel door Richard called a fly, as it 
was now raining heavily. "Shall I take you as 
far as ihe bank," said he, " since yonr road home 
lies that way? or is even that little service con- 

"I have got to see to my luggage," answered 
the other, evasively. 
" Well, good-bv, then." 
" GoiNl-hy." ' 
The vehicle rattled down a street or two, then 
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Btopped before a bnilding of some pretension, 
witli a tall portico and a, Sghc of stone Eteps be- 
fore it. Another 6y drove up at tlie Bsme mo- 
ment, but it did not atti'act Richard's attention, 
which was concentrated upon tbe business he 
had in hand, and made hie heart beat vei7 fast. 
He pushed bis way through tbe huge swin^ng 
door, and found himself in u vast room, tvith a 
large circular counter, at which clerks were 
standing, each behind a little rail. He had nev- 
er been inside a bank before, and he looked 
around him curiously. On the left was an 
opaque glass door, with " Manager's Koom" 
painted on it ; on (be right was an elei~ated 
desk, from which every part of the apartment 
could be commanded ; the clerk who sat there 
looked down at him for an instant as he en- 
tered, but at (mce resumed his occupation. Ev- 
ery body was busy with pen and ledger; men 
were thronging in and out like bees, giving or 
receiving sheaves of bank-notes, or heaps of gold 
and silver. Bichard waited until there was a 
vacant place at the counter, then stepped up 
with: "I want to exchange some Bank of En- 
gland notes, please, fbr your own notes. " 

"Next desk. Sir," said the man, not even 
looking np, but painting with the feather of his 
quill pen, dien scratj^hing away again as though 
he would have overtaken the lost time. 

There was a smging in Kichard's ear as he re- 
peated his request, and fumbled in bis breast- 
pocket for the notes ; then a silence seemed to 
fall upon the place, which a moment before had 
been so alive and noisy. Every pen seemed to 
stop ; the ring of the gold, the rustle of paper, 
ceased ; only the tick of the great clock over 
the centre door was heard. " Thiet^ thief! 
thief, thief!" were the words it said. 

"How much is there?" inquired the clerk, 
taking the bundle of notes from Richard's hand ; 
and his voice sounded as though it was uttered 

"Two thousand pounds, "said Richard. "Is 
there any difficulty about it ? If so, I can take 
them dsewhere." 

But the cleric had got them already, and was 
beginning to pnt down the number of each in a 
great ledger. Richard had not calculated upon 
(his course of procedure, and had his reasons for 
objecting to it. 

" 80,431, 80,433, 80,433," read out the clerk 
aloud, and ei'cry soul in the room seemed listen- 
ing to bim. 

"That will do," said another voice close to 
Richard's ear, and a light touch was laid upon 
bis arm. Scarlet to the \arj temples, he looked 
np, and there stood the little red-whi^ered man 
from whom he had parted not ten minutes be- 
fore. A very grave expression was now in those 
twinkling black eyes. "I have a warrant for 
your apprehension, young man, upon a charge 
«c.i.»ft*'siiid he. 

"What 



"Those notes are stolen," said the little 
" Toor name is Richard Torke, is it not ?" 

"What'e that to you?" siud Richard, 
decline — " 

Here the door of the manager's room 
opened, and out strode Solomon Coe, vrilh a look 
of cruel triumph on his harsh features. " T 
yonr man, right enough," said he. "He'd 



wheedle the devil, if once you let him talk. Be 
ofi' with him!" 

The next moment Richard's wiists were 
seiKed, and he was hurried out between two men 
— his law acquaintance of the hotel and a po- 
liceman — down the hank steps, and into a fly 
that stood there in waiting. 

"To the County JmI!" cried Solomon, as he 
entered the vehicle after them. Then he tamed 
to the red-whiskered man, and inquired fiercely, 
why he hadn't put the darbies on the scoundrel. 

"Never you mind tbal,"wa8 the sharp reply. 
" I'm responsible for the young gentleman's safe- 
keeping, and that's enough." 

"Young gonlloman! I am sure the young 
gentleman ought to be much obliged to Jou," re- 
plied Solomon, contemptuously. "Young felon, 

"Nobody's a felon until after trial and con- 
viction," observed the little man, decisively, 
"Let's have no misunderstanding and no obli- 
gation, Mr. Coe ; that's my motto," 

Here the wheels began to rumble, and a shad- 
ow fell over the vehicle and those it held: they 
were passing under the archway of the jail. 



CHAPTER XXII. 



What wondrous and surpassing change may 
he in store for us when the soul and body have 
parted company none can guess ; bnt of all tbe 
changes of which man has experience in this 
world, there is probably none so great and over- 
whelming as that which he undergoes when, for 
the first time, he passes the material barrier that 
separates guilt from innocence, and finds himself 
in the clutches of the criminal law. To be no 
longer a free man is a position which only one 
who has lost his fi'eedom is able to realize ; the 
shock, of course, is greater or less according to 
his antecedents. The habitual breiiker of the 
law is a™re that sooner or later to the " stone 
jug" he must come ; his friends have been there, 
and laughed and joked about it, as Eton boys 
who have been " swishai" make merry with the 
block and rod, and affect lo despise them ; the 
situation is, in idea at least, familiar to him ; yet 
even he, perhaps, feels a sinking of the heart 
when the door of the prison-cell clangs upon 
him for the first time, and shuts him from the 
world. The common liberty to go where we 
will is estimated, while we have it, at nothing ; 
but, once denied, it becomes the most precious 
boon in life. How infinitely more poignant, 
then, must be the feelings of one thus unhappily 
circnmstanced, to whom the idea of such a ca- 
tastrophe has never occurred ; who has always 
looked upon tbe law from llie vantage-groand 
of a good social position, and acquiesced in its 
working with complacence, as in something 
which could have no personal relation lo him- 
self! 

Thus it was with Richard Yorke when, for the 
first time, he found himself a prisoner in the 
liands of Mr. Dodge, the detective, and his hlne- 
coated assistant. For the time he felt utter- 
ly unmanned, and might have even fidnt^d, or 

Solomon Coe was sitting opposite to bun. The 
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presence of that gentleman acted as a cordml 
upon him ; the idea that he owed his miserable 
poaitioQ to that despised boor wounded him to 
the quick, but at the same time gave him an 
outward shotv of calmness: he could not have 
broken down before that man, Ihoagh he had 
been standing beneath the gallows-tree. De- 
spondency would have ntierly possessed him bttt 
for haW and rage — hate of his rival and all who 
might be concerned in this catBftrophe, and rage 
at the arrest iiself. For, Hiongh he had not the 
conacieusness of innocence to support him, he 
had no sense of guilt. He had liad no intention 
of absolutely stealing Trevethict's money ; and 
yet he foresaw how difficolC it would be to clear 
himsdf of that grave chai^. He also looked 
back, and perceived for the first lime the magni- 
tude of the tblly which he had committed. He 
felt no shame for it as a crime — he had not prin- 
ciple enough for that ; but he recognized the ex- 
teat of the imprudence, and its mad audacity ; 
yet he was mad and audacious still. He had 
been brought up as much his own master as any 
youth in England, no malter how rich or nobly 
born ; he had never known control, nor even 
(except during those few days at Crompton) 
what it was to control himself i and he eonld not 
realize the fact that he might actually come to 
share the fate of common thieves ; lo wear a 
prison garb; lo be shut up within stone walls 
form ' 

jail-birds. He did not think it could 
to his standing in Che felon's dock, subject to the 
curious gaze of a hundred eyes, the indifferent 
regard of the stem jodge, the — In the midst 
of these bitter thoughts, which were indeed dis- 
putations with his iears, the fly had stopped at 
the jail gate, and Mr. Dodg& with a cheerful 
air, ohserved : "We must get out here, if you 
please, Mr, Yorka." 

Richard hesilaied ; he was mistrustful of his 
Teiy limbs, so severely had the sight of those 
stone walls shaken him. 

"Your young friend does- not seem much to 
like the idea of lodging her^" said Solomon, with 
a brntal langh. 

"That is fortunate," answered the detective, 
dryly, "since he will not have to do so. In 
my profession, Mr. Coe, we hold it a mean trick 
to kick a man when he is down. — This way, Sir, 
if yon please." For, at the sound of, Solomon's 
voice, Richard was up and out in a moment. 
"It is merely a form that you have to go through 
before we go before the beak." 

"Afbno?" asked Richard, hoarsely ; "what 
form?" 

"We shall have to search you, Sir; that's 
all." 

" That's all," echoed Solomon, with a grin. 

Kchard's face changed from white to red, 
from red to white, by turns. 

" Mr. Coe will slay where he is," said Dodge, 
peremptorily, as he led the way into a little room 
that opened from the gate-keeper's parlor. 

"I thank you for that, Mr. Dodge," said 
Kchard, gratefully. 

" Not at all, Sir. If you have any thing of 
a compromising nature about you — rei-olvers or 
such like^thftt's my business and the heak's, 
not his. — Officer do your dtitj-." 

Eichard was Eearched accordingly. He had 
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no revolver; but what astonished himself more 
than it did the searcher was that a cigar was 
found loose in his breast-pocket. 

"Why, this must be the one that I gave to 
you this morning, Mr. Dodge." 

"Just so. Sir. I put it back ag^n as we 
came along. You know my motto. Wlien you 
come to be your own master again— which I 
hope '11 be soon — then I'll smoke it with yon with 
pleasure ; they'll keep it for yon veiy careful, 
you may depend upon it, and baccar is a thing 
as don't spoil. That's a pretty bit of jewelry 
now— (*n( is." Mr. Dodge s remark referred to 
a gold locket, with the word " Harry" outside it, 
written in diamonds ; and within a portreit of 
her, which he had executed himself, "liiat's 
a token of some favorite brother, I dare say ?" 

"Yes,"Eaid Eichard. "Might I keep that, 
if you please ; or, at all events, might I ask that 
it shoold not be shown to the man in yonder 
room ? It's my own, Mr. Dodge," added ho, 
earnestly, "upon my word and honor." 

"No doubt. Sir; no donbt. There's no 
charge against you except as to these notes. I 
must put it down on the list, because that's the 
law; but you can keep it, and welcome, so for 
as I am concerned ; though I am afraid the 
Cross Key folks will not be so very easy with 
you." 

"TheCross Key folks?" 

" Well, Mr. Yotke, it's n 
you that you will be se 
the nearest jail to Gelhin, I bt 
the beak will be for committing jon ; the si 
so large, and the case so clear, that I doubt 
whether hell entertain the question of bail. You 
have no friends in Plymouth, either, yon told 

"None," said lUehard, sadly; "unless," he 
added, in a whisper, " I can count yon as one." 

"Officer, Just fetch a glass of water," said 
Dodge; "the prisoner says he feels faint. — Look 
here, young eentlemBn,"continned he, earnestly, 
as soon as they were alone, " this is no use ; I 
can do nothing for yon whatever, except wish 
you lack, which I do most heartily. I am as 
belpless as a baby in this matter. I can only 
jjive you one piece of good advice: when the 
heak asks if yon've any thing to s^y, unless yon 
have something that will clear yon, and can be 
proved — yon know best about that — soy, ' I re- 
serve my defense;' Ihen, as soon as you're 
committed, ask to see your soli 't nd f 

Weasel of Plymouth ; your friend h m 
I conclude. Hush! Hero's the w g 

man ; just sip a little, and yo II n e 

Not another word, either ihen afterwa d 
did Mr. Dodge exchange with h n ne 
Perhaps he began to think he had a ed n a 
ry to the motto which was his guid n hf n he 
goodwill he had ah'eady shown him. Perhaps 
he resented the favorable impression that the 
a.ttractions and geniality of his acquaintance at 
the hotel had made upon him as unprofessional. 
At all events, daring their drive from the jail to 
the ofiice where the magistrate was sitting — it 
was not open at the hour when Eichard had been 
arrested, or he would have been searched there — 
Mr. Dodge seemed to have lost all syropftthy foi 
his " young gentleman," chatling with the officer 
quite carelessly upon matters connected wilh 
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tlidi' commun calling, and even offering Mr. Coe 
a pinch from his sDuff-box, without extending 
iliac courtesy to Yorke. Naj, when tliey were 
just at iheir journey's end, he had the want of 
feeling to look his prisoner straight in. the face, 
and whistie an enlivening air. The melody was 
not so popular as it has since become, or perhaps 
Mi\ Dodge had douhts of his ability to render it 
with accuracy, but, as if lo inform all whom it 
might concern what it was that be was execu- 
ting, he hummed aioud the fag-end of the tune, 
keeping time with liia fist upon his knee, "Pop 
goes the weasel, pop goes the weasel." 

iiiehard understood, and thanked him with 
his eyes, lie had no need, however, to be re- 
minded of the good-natured detective's word of 
advice. The ignominy which he had just under- 
gone had had the effect of revealing to hira the 
iHiminence as well as the full extent of the peril 
in which he stood. Henceforward he could 
think of nothing — not even revenge — save the 
means of extricating himself from the toils which 
every moment seemed to multiply about hira. 
The lime for action was, indeed, but short ; if he 
was ever (for it already seemed "ever") to be 
free again, the means must be taken to deliver 
him at once. The assizes would be held at 
Cioss Key— he had heard the Gethin gossips talk 
of them, little thinking that they would have any 
interest for him— in three weeks. Until then, at 
all events, he must be a prisoner ; beyond that 
time he would not, dared not, look. 

Within ten minutes Richard Yorke slood com- 
mitted to Cross Key JalL 

He followed his friend's counsel in all respects. 
But the messenger dispatched for Mr. Weasel 
returned with the news that that gentleman was 
out of town ; he was very busy at that season— 
there were other folks in difficulties besides our 
hero, urgent for his consolation and advice as 
lo their course of conduci before tny Lord the 
Judge. Mr. Dodge, however, assured Richard, 
upon taking leave, that he woold dispatch the 
attorney after him that very night. 

The road to Cross Key was, for many miles, 
the same which he had lately traveled in the re- 
verse direction ; yet how different it looked ! 
He had been in far fiom good spirits on that oc- 
casion, hut, how infinitely more miserable was he 
now I The hills, the roets, the streams were far 
more beautiful than he had ever thought them, 
but they mocked him with their beauty. Hs 
longed to get out of the vehicle, and feel the 
springy tnrf, the yielding heather, beneath his 
feet; to lave his hands in the sparkling brook, 
to lie on the moss-grown rock, and bask in the 
blessed Ban. Perhaps he should never see Ihem 
any more — these simple everyday beauties, of 
which he had scarcely taken- any account when 
[hey were freely offered for his enjoyment, 
liioked back on even the day before, wherein 
had certainly been wretched enough, with yearn- 
ing regret. He had at least been a free man. 
and when should he be free again? Ah, when: 
He was, at it were, in a prison on wheels, guard 
el by two jailers. Escape would have been hope- 
less, even had it been judicious to make the at- 
tempt. His only consolation was, that Solomon 
Coo was no longer with him to jeer at his 6 
jected looks. He had started for Gethin wi 
the news, doubtless as welcome to Trevethick 
(0 himself, of the prisoner's comniitlal. What 



would Harry say when she came to hear of it ? 
What would she not suffer? Richard cast him- 
self back in his seat, and groaned aloud. The 
at his side exchanged, a glance with his 
companion, " He is guil^, this young fellow. " 
" Without doubt, he's boolied." They iiad their 
little code of signals for such occasions. 
The day drew on, and the soft sweet air of 
I'ening began to rise. They had stopped here 
and there for refreshments, but Richard had 
taken nothing; he had, however, always accom- 
panied his custodians within doors at the various 
halting-places. He was afraid of the crowd 
that might gather about the vehicle to look at 
' nan that was being taken to prison. There 
nothing to mark him as such, but it seemed 
im that nobody could fail to know it. He 
welcomed the approach of nighL They still 
traveled on for hours, since there was no House 
of Detention at which he could be placed in 
safety on the road ; at last the wheels ttunbled 
the uneven stones of a little country town ; 
stopped before a building similar, so far as 
he could see by the moonlight, to that to which 
id been taken at Plymouth ; all jails are 
alike, especially to the eyes of the prisoner, A 
great b^ was rang ; theie was a parley with the 
keeper of the gate. The whole scene resembled 
^lhing which Ricliard remembered to have 
in a book; ho knew not what, nor where, 
A door in the wall was opened ; they led him up 
stone steps ; the door closed behind him 
with a clang ; and its locks seemed to bite into 

"This way, prisoner," said a gruff voice. 
Door after door, passage aftei' passage ; a lab- 
yrinth of stone and iron. At last lie was ushered 
1 small chamber, unlike any thing he had 
seen in his life. His sleeping-room at the 
x'b lodge at Crompton was iialatial com- 
pared with it. The walls were stone ; the floor 
of a shining brown, so that it looked wet, though 
was not so. His jailer-chamberlain pointed to 
low-lying hammock, stretched upon two straps 
stween the walls. "There, tumble in," he 
said; "you will have your bath in the morning. 
Look alive !" 

Richard obeyed him at once. "Good-night, 
warder," said he. 

"Kight!" grumbled the other; "it's mom- 
in', A pretty time to be knockin' up people at 
a respectable establishment. If you want any 
thin'-— broiled bones, or deviled kidneys" — for 
the man was a wag in his quaint way— "ring 
this 'ere bell. As for the other rules and regu- 
lations of her Majesty's jail, you'll learn them at 
breakfest-time." 
The door slammed behind him. 
How the doors did slam in that place ! And 
Richard was left alone. If, instead of the metal 
ewer of water that stood by his bed-head, there 
had been a glass of deadhest poison, he would 
have seized it greedily, and emptied it to the 



CHAPTER XSIH, 



On the day that Richard left Gethin, which 
was itself an incident to keep the tongues of its 
gossips wagging for a good week, another occur- 
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rence took place in Ihal favored Deightorhood, 
and one of even more absorbing interest — the 
wordings of Dunloppel were suspended. This, 
of course, viae not b, whoUj unexpected catas- 
trophe. The new vein, after giving an excead- 
inglj rich J'ield fbr some months, had of late, it 
was whispered, evinced signs of exhaustion, al- 
thongh die &ct was not known tliat fbr several 
weeks the undetlaking had been carried on at a 
loss. Neither Trevethiclc nor Solomon, who 
were the piineipnl proprietors, was the sort of 
man to plaj iong at a losing game, or to send 
good money after bad ; so, fbt the present, the pit 
was closed. Bat t;olomon believed in Dunlop- 
pel; contrary to his custom, he had not disposed 
of a single share when tlie mine was at a pre- 
mium, and his slake in it was vefy ki^. 

Only a f^w minutes after Richard had departed 
for tlymonth with his check, Solomon returned 
to the inn with thoughtful brow. 

Trevelhiek was moodily smoking his jripe in 
the porch, still balancing the nral claims of his 
sons-in-law elect, and dissatisiied with both of 
them, lie did not share Solomon's hopes, and 
he detested losing his money above everv thing. 
"Well, you've packed off all those fellows, I 
, hope, that have been eating mo out of house and 
home for these three weeks ?" 

" I've closed tlie mine, if that's what yon 
mean," said Solomon. "But" (he looked cau- 
tiously up at the windows of the inn, which were 
all open— the guests were out in search of the 
picturesque, and llarty was on the tower, strain- 
ing her eyes after Richard) "I want to have a 
word with yon in private, Trevethick." 

"Come mto the bar parlor, then," grunted the 
landlord, for he did not much relish the idea of 
a confidential talk vrith Solomon just then, since 
it might have relation to a matter about which 
he had not fully made up his mind to give him 



a place to ourselves, it seems to me, since Ai 
came to Gethin." 

"Yes, yes, he's fer enough off," answere( 
Trevethick, more peevishly than before, for Sol'i 
remark seemed to foreshadow the very suhject 
he would tain have avoided talking abont. 
"He's gone to Plymouth, he is, and won't 1 
back these five days." 

" Umph !" said Sol, If ha bad said, " I wis 
he would never come hack at alt, " ho could n( 
have expressed his feelings more clearly. 

" Well," growled Trevethick, when they wet 
in his sanctum, and had shut tbo door, "what 
it now? . Bad news, of c6urse, of some sort." 

It was a habit with Trevethick, as it is wit 
many men of his stamp, to have a perpetual 
grievance against Providence — to profess them- 
selves as never astonished at any bad turn that /( 
may do tliem— and, besides, he was on the pres- 
ent occasion desirous of taking up a position of 
discontent beforehand, so that the espected topic 
might not appear to have produced it. 

"No; it's good news, Trevethick," said Sol- 
omon, qdetly-r" the best of news, as it see 
me ; anil I hope to bring yon over to the same 

"He's got some scheme for marrying Harry 
out of hand," thought the harassed landlord. 
" How the deuce ebfill I put him off?" 



There was not the slightest excuse for doing 
I ; if Solomon had been of a less phlegmatic 
disposition, be might have married her a year 
ago, young as she was. " Bead this," said he, 
producing a letter fiv>m his pocket, "and tell 
me what you think of it. It's old Stratum's re- 
port upon the mine." 

"Aj,ay,"said Trevethick, diving into his ca- 
pacious pocket for his silver spectacles. As a 
general rule, he was wont to receive all such re- 
ports with discredit, and W throw cold water 
upon Sol's more sanguine views ; bat it was sev- 
eral minutes before he could get himself into his 
normal slate of dissatisfied depression, so much 

ieved was he to &id that his daughter was not 

be the topic of the conversation. 

' Here's the plan, " continued Solomon, "which 

:ompanied the letter. I got it justafter I dis- 

ssed the men ; and, upon my lif^ I'd half a 
mind to set them on again. But I thought I'd 
just have a talk with you first." 

"Ay," said Trevethick — "well?" Ho was 
quite himself again now — crafty, prudent, reti- 
' ; about as unpromising a gentleman ia "get 
I'ith," far less get the better of in a bargain, 
as a Greek Jew. But Solomon was quite ac- 
customed to him, 

'Stratum feels confident about the continua- 

n of the lode, you see ; and also that the fault 

Qot considerable. We shall not have to sink 
fifty feet, he thinks, before we come on the vein 

" He thinks," said Trevethick, contemptuous- 
ly, "Is he ready to sink his own money in it?" 

"It's no good asking him that," said Solomon, 
coolly, " because he's got none. But I have al- 
ways found Stratum pretty correct in his judg- 
ment; and, as fbr me, I believe in Dunloppel, 
The question is. Shall I go on with it single- 
handed, or will yon go shares ?" 

' ' If it's so good a thing, why not keep it your- 
self, Sol?" 

"Because my money is particularly well laiJ 
out at present, and I don't want to shift it." 

" That's just the case with mine," said Treve- 
thick, from behind the plan. 

"I thought yon might have five hundred 
pounds or so lying idle, that's all," returned llie 
other, "I'd give six per cent, for it just now." 

"Oh, that's another thing. Perhaps I have. 
I'll see abont it." 

"If yon could get it me at once, that would 
be half the battle," urged Solomon. "There are 
some good men at the mine whom I should not 
like to lose. If I could send round to-night to 
tell them not to engage themselves elsewhere, 
since they're opening so many new pits just now, 
that would be a relief to my mind," 



"Very good; you may do that, then. Ill 
write for the money to-morrow." 

So blunt, straightforward, and exceedingly 
unpleasant a man as John Trevethick was, ought 
to have been the very incarnation of Truth, 
whereas that last observation of his was, to say 
the least of it, Jesuitical. There was no occa- 
sion to write to any body for what he had got 
above stairs, locked np in his private strong-box. 
But he did not wish all Che world to know that, 
nor even his alter ego, Solomon Coe. 

Trevethick, although a close-fisted fellow, was 



and, partly because h 
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dcnce in ordinary Recurilies, and parlly because 
lie ivislieii to be in a position, at a moment'e no- 
tice, to accomplish his darling scheme. If Cfl- 
vew sliould happen to change his mind, it wonld 
be because he was in want of ready monej-, and 
he would be in mad haste to get it. Hia impa- 
lieiioe on such occasions brooked no delay on the 
BCore of advantage; and the man that could offer 
him what he wanted, as it were, in his open hand, 
would be the financier he would favor in prefer- 
ence 10 a much less grasping accommodator, who 
might keep him widling for a week. It was not 
so much the tempting bait of ready money that 
caught Uie Squire as the fact of his wishes being 
obeyed upon the instant. He had not been 
used to wait, and his pride revolted against it ; 
and many a time had a usurer missed bis mark 
by not understanding with how great a bashaw 
he had to deal in the person of Carew of Cromp- 
ton. Trevethick was an-are of this, and indeed 
the ch^latn had jpven him a bint to keep the 
propped purchase-money within easy reach, in 
case the Squire's mood might alter, or his neces- 
sities demand his consent to what Mr. Whymper 
honestly believed to be a very advantageous of- 
fer. Otherwise, Trevelhick was not one to keep 
a hoard in his house for the mere pleasure of 
gloating over it. He had not looted into his 
strong-box for months, nor would ho have done 
GO now, bat for this onexpeeted demand upon 
it. It was safe enough, he kneiv, in his daugh- 
ter's room ; and as for its having been opened, 
that was an impossibility; the padlock hung in 
front of it as usual, and it would have taken a 
man half a lifetime to have hit upon its open 
sesame by tiiaL He was justly proud of that 
letter lock, which was his own contrivance, in- 
vented when he was quite a yonng man, and hod 
been perforce compelled to tarn his attention to 
mechanics, and he considered it a marvel of 
skiU. It was characterislie in him that he had 
never revealed its secret even to his daughter. 
Indeed, with the exception of Harry, nobody at 
Gethin — save, perhaps, Hannah, when she dust- 
ed her jonng mistress's room— had ever set eyes 
uponit, nor, ifthey had, would they have under- 
stood its meaning. 

It was therefore without the slightest suspicion 
of its having been tampered with, that, an hour 
or two after the conversation just narrated, 
Trevethick repaired to his strong-box, with the 
intention of taking from it the siun of money re. 
quired by Solomon. The padlock was like a lit- 
^e clock, except that it had the letters of the al- 

fihabet ronnd its face instead of figures, and three 
lands instead of two; this latter circumstance 
insured, by its complication, the safety of the 
trea^re, but at the same time rendered it r ' " 
— unless he broke the box open — to the pt 
or himself if by any accident he should forget 
the letter time at which he had set it 
cordingly Trevethick was accusiomed i 
memorandum of this about with him ; i 
lost it, it would be no great matter, for what 
meaning would it convey to any human being 
find a bit of paper with the letters B, N, Z upon 
it? Harry, as we have said, was out of the 
house, so his daughter's room was nntonanted. 
He went to a cupboard, and took down the box 
fVom its nsuai shelf, with the same feeling of 
Batisfaclion that an old poet recurs to his first 
volume of verse ; he may have wriitcn belter 



things, and things that hpve brought him more 
money, but those spring leaves are dearest to 
him of all. So it was with Trevethicfc's spring 
lock. He adjusted the hands, and the padlock 
sprang open ; he lifted the lid, and the box was 
empty ; the two thousand pounds in Bank of 
England notes were gone. 

He was a big bull-necked man, of what is 
called (in the reports of inqnests) ' ' a full habit 
of body, "and the discovery was almost fatal to 
him. His face grew purple, the veins in his 
forehead stood out, and hia well-seasoned head, 
which hquor could so little affect, went round 
' with him, and sang like a hiimming- 
ras on the very brink of a fit, which 
might have " annihihited space and time" (as (ai 
as he was concerned), "and made two lovers 
happy." But the star of Richard Yorke wos not 
in the ascendant. The old man held on by the 
shelf of the cupboard, and gradually cume to 
himself. He did not even then comprehend the 
whole gravity of the position ; the sense of his 
great loss — not only of so much wealth, but of 
that which he had secured with such toil, and 
laid by nnproductively so long for the accom- 
plishment of his darling purpose— monopohzed 
'lis mind. Who coo/rfhave been the (hief? was 
ie one qaestion with which he concerned him- 
iolf, and the answer was not long delayed. It 
ivas the coincidence of amount in the sum stolen 
with that which Richard had gone to Flymouth 
realize, that turned his suspicions upon the 
young artist. Why, the scoundrel had fixed 
upon that very sum as the test of hia possessing 
independence for a reason that was now clear 
mgh ; it was the exact limit of what he knew 
he could htj his hand upon. But how did he 
know ?— or, rather (for the old man's thoughts 
were still fixed upon the mechanical mystery of his 
loss), how did he open the padlock ? Then there 
flashed upon his mind that incident of his having 
dropped the memorandum out of his watch-case 
in the bar parlor in Richard's presence, and the 
whole affdr seemed as dear as day. It was 
Richard's intention to change the notes at I'ly- 
mouth for the paper of the Miners' Bank, or for 
gold, and then to exhibit it to him in its new 
form as his own property. He did not believe 
that the young artist intended to steal it ; but he 
was by no means less farious with him npon that 
account — quite otherwise. He piqued himself 
npon his caution and long-headedncssj end re- 
sented every deception practiced npon h- 



than "an injury. Moreover, he felt that 

but for Solomon s unexpected request for the 
loan the plan would have sneceeded. In all 
probability, he would not have discovered his loss 
until it h^ been loo late— he would not have 
known how to refuse the young man leave to be- 
come his daughter's suitor; and once his son-in- 
law, he could scarcely have prosecuted him for 
replacing two thousand pounds' worlh of liank- 
nntpain hia strong-box by notes of another kind. 
' " .s Trevethick 
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from the collage over the way, where he had 
been giving oidera to one of the bast miners to 
still hold himself engaged at Duitloppel, and had 
bidden him tell others the 
high spirits, and was twirling about in his large 
bands Mr. Stratum's diagnosis of the mine. 

' ' You may pnt that away and have done with 
it," said Treyethick, hoarsely ; " I have no mon- 
ey ^0 lend you for that, nor nothing else. This 
box held two thousand pounds of mine, but it's 
all gone now." 

'■Two thousand poands!" exclaimed Solo- 
mon, too amazed at the magnitude of tlie sum to 
realize what had happened to it. " Two thou- 
sand pounds in a box !" He had always suspect- 
ed that the old man kept something in a stock- 
ing-foot, and had often rallied him npon his un- 

but this statement of his appeared incredible. 

" What does it matter if it was twenty thou- 
sand, when I tell you it's gone, "said Treyethick, 
sullenly. " That limb of ibe deyil, Yorke, is off 
with every shilling of it.'" 
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" Do you mean to say hs's stolen it?" inquired 
the other, even more astonished than before. 

"He's taken it to Plymouth with him, that's 
all." 

Solomon Coe was a man of action, and prompt 
in emeisencies, but for the moment he was fair- 
ly staggered. He had no liking for Eichard, 

it seemed more likely that the old man had re- 
pented of his late offer of the loan of five bun- 
fiction to excuse himself. 

' ' Where was the box kept ?" asked Solomon, 
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I fluspectfld," thought the other; 
n is making up the story as he goes 



But the fact was Chat this question had gone 
to tlie reiy root of the matter, and opened 
Travethick's dull eyes wide. In his chagrin at 
his loss (though he did believe it wonld be tem- 
poraiy), and irritation at his sagacity having 
been set at naught, he had overlooked the most 
serious feature of the whole catastrophe, llow 
had Yorke come to the knowledge tliat the 
strong-box was kept in Harry's room ? and im- 
der what circumstances had. he obtained access 
to it? 

"Where's Harry?" exclaimed Trevetbick, 
starting np with a great oath ; for it (lashed 
upon him that she had fled with lUchard. 
" Where's my daughter ?" 

"I saw her in thevilla^ just now," said Sol- 
omon, "talking to old Madge. She had been 
for a stroll out Turlock way, she said. But 
what's the use of vexing her about the matter ? 
Women are much best kept in the dark when 
one don't want things to be talked about. The 
more quiet yon keep this story, the more chaneo 
you'll haye of getting year money back, yon may 
depend upon it. It was in notes, of course ?" 

"Yes, in notes," answered the other, with a 
vacant look, and drumming on the table with his 
right hand, 

"Come, eomo, Treyethick, you must keep 
your head," remonstrated Solomon. "I'll act 
for you quick enough, if you'U only supply me 
with the means. It's a great loss, but it sliouid 



not paralyze a man. You've gi 
dum of tbe numbers of the notes ?" 

"Yes, yes; I have somewhere." 

' ' Wel'i go and fetch it, while I order out a 
horse. I can get to Plymouth hetbre wheels can 
do it, and shall catch this scoundrel yet. He'll 
be going there to change the notes, I reckon ?" 

"Yes, yes," said Treyethick; "hell beat the 
George and Vaitnre; so be said." 

"Ciood," replied Solomon. "Dl get a war- 
rant from old Justice Smallgood oh niy way. 
Roose np, man, rouse up ; yon shall haye your 
money back, I tell yon, and see this rascal lagged 
for life into the bargain." 

" If I conld only get him hanged I " answered 
the old man, fiercely — "if I could only get Aim 
hanged, Sol, I'd let ine money go, and welcome!" 

Solomon stared after him, as he left tbe room 
and tramped up stairs in search of the list of 
notes, with a ludicrous expression of wonder. 
In iis eyes, no revenge at present seemed worth 
so extravagant a price. Bat Trevetbick had bis 
reasons, or thought he bad, for this excess of 
hate ; his slow-moving yet powerful nature re- 
sembled the python— it was exceedingly tena- 
s when its object was once grasped, and it 
apt to glut itself. 



CUAPTEB XXIV. 



SoLOMOH had ridden off, and was half-way to 
Turlock before Trevetbick felt himself sufficient- 
ly collected to summon Hannah, and bid her 

id for her young mistress. lie could not go 

search of her himself and speak what he had 
to ask : no bird of the air must carry iter reply, 
nd of heaven breathe it, if it was such as he 
feared. There must be no " scene" in public to 
[ise the gossips' tongues. He sat in the bar 
parlor, with his huge head leaning on his hands, 
brooding ovei' his wrongs, and waiting for her— 
for the daughter by whose wicked connivance, 
as he thought, be had been despoiled of his hard- 
earned gains. He did not reproach himself for 
having thrown her so much with Richard, in or- 
der that tlie latter might be kept in good-humor, 
and apt to forward his plans as to Wheal Danes. 
He "wondered at their vice, and not his folly." 
As 10 there beiig any thing beyond a flirtation 
between the young people, he did not suspect it ; 
"lut even as matters were, he was bitterly enraged 
gainst Harry, and would have strangled Richard 
lut of hand if he could have got near him. It 
fas evident to him that this fellow had been 
courting his daughter, though he knew she was 
plighted to another, and had wormed out of her 
the secret of his hoarded wealth. Six months 
ago she would not for her life have dared to tell 
what she knew he wished to hide ; and now this 
young villain had wound himself so cunningly 
about her that she had no will bat bis, and had 
even helped him to rob her own flesh and blood. 
His heel was on that serpent's head, however, 

would be in a day or two, and then — The 
d man ground his teeth as though his enemy 
ire between them. 

"Well, father, here I am; Hannah said yon 
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it, but her young limbs trembleil, and her face ' 
was very paie. 

"Come here — nearer!" cried Trevelhick, 
hoarsely, sdzing her by the wrist "Do you 
know that yon are the only creature bnt two- 
hut one, I may say, for gratitude ain't love — that 
1 have ever loved in this world — that I have 
worked tor jou, planned fov you, and for jou 
only, all my life? 

" Yes, father ; and I am very grateful for it," 
answered she, submissively. 

"No doubt," sneered the old man; "and the 
way you Bhow how much yon feel it, the way 
yonabowyour duly and your love to your father 
in return, is to put a thief— a lying, cheating 
thief— in the road to rob him !" 

"You must be mad, father I" exclaimed Har- 
ij, in blank amazement. "I know no thief!" 

"Yon know Kichard Yorke, you wicked, wan- 
ton wench!" interrupted Trevethick, passionate- 
ly. "And how could he have heard of yonder 
box except through yon? Of course you'll lie; 
a li« or two is nothing to one like you. Bnt 
here's the proof. - The padlock has been opened, 
the money taken. Who did it? Who could 
hare done it, except him, or you ?" 

"Ab I am a living woman, father, as I hope 
for heaven," answered Hany, earnestly, "I did 
not do it, and I do not know who did." 

"Yon didn't, and yon don't! 'Hie thing's in- 
credible. Reach here that Bible." He adll 
held her by the wrist, " Yon shall swear that, 
and he damned forever ! What ! you never 
told that villain where luy money hiy?" 

" I did tell Mr. Yorke that, fclher. Pray, 
ptay, be patient. It was long ago; we were 
talking together about I know not what, and it 
slipped from me that yon kept money in a Etrong- 
Lox., That was all." 

" All," aiud the old man, bitte.ly, and flin^ng 
her arm away from hjm, the wrist all black and 
braised with his angry clHtch. "What more, or 
Morse, could jon have told than the one secret I 
had bid you keep? You told him the exact sum, 
too, m warrant? Two thousand pounds!" 

"Yes, fclher, I did. It was very wrong, and 
I was very sorry directly I had done it. But 
I knew the secret would be safe with a gentle- 
man lite Mr. Yorke. " 

"A gentleman! A cheat, an impostor, 

"Ohno, ohno, iather!"' 

" But I say 'yes.' To-moiTOw he will ha 
the handcuffs on him ! What ! Have you tears 
for him, and none for me, jou slut! Perhaps 
you showed him where the box was kept, as well 
Bstoldhim! Did you, didyo\it" 

There was something in Harry's fiigbteued 
fkce that made her father rise and lock tlie door. 

"Speak low!" said he, in an awful voice; 
"yon have something to tell me. Tell it." 

"Only that Hove him, father— oh, so mnch!" 
pleaded Hany, paasionaioly. "Indeed, indeed, 
I could not help it I I tried to love Sol, because 
you wished it, bnt it was no use ; I felt that even 
before Richaid came. We walked eiery day to- 
gether for weeks end weeks, and he was so dif- 
^rent from Sol, so bright and pleasant, and he 
loved me from the first, he said. He told me, 
loo, that you had listened with favor to his suit, 
or, at all events, had not refused lo listen — that 
there was good hope of yonr consenting lo it, 



itbout that hope he knew he could not win 
I only promised to bo his on that condi- 
Speak to me, father ; pardon me, father ! 
Don't look at me so. He never meant to thieve, 
of that. Tou asked of him some 
warrant of his wealth, some proof that he could 
afford to marry me. You would not have done 
that had you set your face utterly against him. 
And I think — I fear— though Heaven is my wit- 
ness that I Imewnothingof it until now, that he 
took tills money only to bring it back to you 
again, and win your tkvor. It was an ill deed, 
if he has really done it, which even yet I do not 
credit; bnt it was done for my sake; then for 
iko, father, pity him, pardon him!" She 
had thrown herself upon her knees beside Xtia old 
man's chair ; hei' long hair had come unfastened, 
and trailed upon the sanded foor; her hands 
were clasped in an agony of supplication. No 
pictured Magdalen ever looked more wretched or 
mora beautiful. 

" You have moi-o to (ell ?" said the old man, 
harshly. 

She sliook her head, and utlered a plaintive 

"Then J have," continued he. "You say 
you love this man ; now I hate him 1 I do not 
regret that he has robbed me, since, by that act, 
he has placed himself in my power, and I mean 
to use It to the uttermost; but for hi^ cozening 
me to my toce, as he has done so long, and for 
his smooth, false ways, ^d for his impudent 
tales, which 1 had half believed, and for his au- 
dacious attempt to pluck yon from the hand for 



which I had designed yon, I hale him. I lell 
yon," cried out the old man, fiercely, "if tlii 
villain bad fifty lives, and thelawwonld hetpm 



. them, I would ^cact them all I If he stood 
here, I would brain bim with yonder staff; and 
if my curse could follow. him beyond the grare 
— as my vengeance shall to the grave's brink- 
he should perish in eternal fire! flad^him?. I 
almost hute you for having loved him ; and if I 
thought yon would dare to cross . me farther 
by holding to him now, I'd drire jon from my 
door this very hour. You will never see him 
more ; but I shall, once. This month shall wit- 
ness against him to the uttermost; these eais 
shall hear the judge pronounce on him his right- 

"No, no," gasped the young girl, f^olly, 
"If you do not hate me yet, I pray you to un- 
say those words. When yon curse Richard, fn- 
ther, you are cursing you know not whom." She 
draped upon his arm, andbrouglit his ear down 
to the level of her mouth, and wliispered in it. 

The old man started lo his feet, and pushed 
her from him with a hideous oath ; then made 
as though he would have unlocked the door and 
thrown it wide, to drive her, as he had so lately 
threatened, from his roof, Bnt there was a noise 
of many feet and chattering and laughter in the 
passage without, which showed that some of the 
tourist guests luid just come in. Only a plank 
intervened between that little knot of giddy 
pleasure-seekers, with iheir jokes and small-talk, 
and the fkther and danghter in their agony. 

"Mercy! meroyl" cried the wretched girl 

Trevethick clapped hie hand upon her little 
month, with, "Hush, fool! hush!" and she felt 
thankful that he called her by no worse name, 

" Forgive me — pity — pai don, "murmured sho. 
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" Listen !" Eaid he, in a slern whisper. " Obey 
me now, yoa wicked, waoton slut, or I proelaim 
your eliame before them all ; one minnle will de- 
cide your fate! Be stubbom, and you shall go 
forth through yonder door, discorded, friendless, 
infaniBus, lo beg yonr bread, or win it how you 
will ; be tractable, and even yet yoa shall have 
a &.ther end a home. Make choice, and quick- 
ly ; and bating made it, be you sure of this, that 
it shall hold. Do you hear me, trollop ?" 

' ' I hear ! I hear !" she murmured, shudder- 
ing. " I will obey yon now, and ever." 

" Then marry Solomon Coe — at once — within 
the month." 

"Oh, father, mercy!" 

His fingers were on the door, and the key 
grated ia the lock. 

"The sea-air makes one rambh,"said a gay 
Toice outside. 

"It's lucky," laughed another, "for there is 
sure to be notliing for dinner but tbe inevitable 
ham and eggs." 

Id another instant tbe final barrier between 
herself and public shame would have been with- 
drawn by that relentless band. 

"I promise— I promise— spare met" cried 
the unhappy girl, and fell fainting on the floor. 

The old man drew a long, deep breath, and 
wiped bis forehead. His victory had not been 
lightly won. He iiflod bis daughter up and car- 
ried her to the sofa ; then raised the httie clum- 
sy window, rarely opened, and propped it with 
a stick, so that the breeze might blow upon her 
tear-stained cheek. How white and worn and 
empded of all joy it looked ! As he gazed upon 
her, a t«uch of pity stole into her lather's face. 
He poured out a little spirits in a glass, and put 
it to her lips. " Take a sup of this, and you'll 
be better, child." 

She opened her heavy eyes, and shook her 

" You said yon wonld hare mercy, father, if I 
promised ?" 

"Yes, yes; all shall be forgotten. We will 
not even apeak of it to one another." 

"And yoa will pardon himf Ton will not 
hurt my Kicbard?" 

"Your Richard!" 

"Yes, for he was mine once. You will not 
bear witness against him before the judge? Is 
he not punish^ enough in losing me ? Am / 
not punished ?" 

"Silence!" exclaimed the old man, in a ter- 
rible Toice. His hand, trembling with passion, 
had struck against the strong-box, and at its 
touch his wrath broke out in flame. "That 
man is dead lo yon henceforth ! You gave your 
promise without conditions. Moreover, his fate 
is in the hands of the law, and not in mine. " 
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B from Gethin, but no tidings of h 
had reached Harry's ears. Solomon had 
turned on the second day, and been close 
with her fath^ tor some hours, doubtless in ci 
sultatjon about Richard; but not a word I 
been spoken of him, in her presence, by eith 



She dared not mention Iiim to her father, and 
Elill less could she apply for information to his 
rival, her now aflianced bridegroom. How 
much, or how little, lier father had disclosed con- 
cerning him to Sol she did not know; but the 
latter had evidently closed with the terms which 
she had in her lata strait accepted on her own 
part. The bans had been put up in the church 
upon the hiU, and in a month she would be this 
man's wife. She had been congratulated upon 
the coming event by all the neighbors. Some had 
slyly hinted — httle guessing the pain they gave 
to that sore heart — at her late " goings-on" with 
that young gentleman-painter; they had almost 
suspected at one time that he would have sup- 
planted her old flame ; but they were glad to 
see matters as they were. Solomon was a steady, 
sagacious man, as every body knew, and would 
get on in the world ; and what he gdned ho 
would not waste in foolish ways. Such an old 
friend of her father's, too. Nothing could be 
more fitting and satisfactory in all respects. 
Solomon, notoriously a laggard in love, was hk- 
ened to the tortoise, who bad won the race 
against the hare. 

To have lo listen to all this well-meant twad- 
dle was misery indeed. Perhaps, upon the 
whole, good honest dullness does unknowingly 
inSict more grievous wounds than the barbed 
satiric tongue. 

To think, to picture to herself the condition 
of her lover — deplorable, she was convinced, 
from the grim satisfaction upon Solomon's face 
when he first came back— was torture. She 
could not read, for her mind fled from the page, 
like breath from a mirror ; flieie was nothing for 
it but occupation. She busied herself as she had 
never done before with the affairs of the house, 
which afforded some excuse for escaping from 
Sol's attentions, naturally grown somewhat press- 
ing, now that his wedded happiness was drawing 
so near. The GMkin CattU was not, however, 
very foil of guests. It had been wet for a few 
days, and rain spoils the harvest of the inn-keep- 
er even more than ibaX of the farmer. One 
night, when it was pouring heavily, and such a 
wind&ll as a new tourist was not lo have been 
ospected by the most sanguine Bonifece, a lady 
arrived, alone, and look up her quarters in the 
very room that Richard had vacated. Ti'ove- 
thickhimselfwas at the door when she had driven 
up and asked with some apparent anxiety wheth- 
er she could be accommodated. She was wrapped 
up, and thickly veiled, but he had observed to 
his daughter what a wdl-spoken woman she was, 
and an uncommon fine, one too, though her hair 
was gray. She bad inquired whether there were 
any letters wailing fbr her, addressed to Mrs. 
Gilbert ,■ but there was no letter. 

Harry took in the new arrival's supper with 
her own hands. It was the time when she 
would oiherwisa have been expected in the bar 
parlor, to sit by Solomon's side, and feel his arm 
creep round her waist, more hateful than a ser-- 
pent's fold. A fire had been lit in the sitting- 
room, on account of the inclement weather, and 
MrB. Gilbert was standing beside it wilh her el- 
the mantel-piece. She watched Harry 
and out, without a word, but the ex- 
pression of her face was so searching and ut- 
embarrassed ber. Under other 
she would certainly have dela- 
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gated her dutiei to Hannah, but to evade Solo- ] my jonmey — and yon ivill comi 
mon's Eocie^ she would have waited on the my own room presently. That 
Sphinx. She brought in each article one at a ■'■ '- -" 
time, and when there was nothing more to bring 
inqaireit deferentially whether there was any 
thing else that she could do for the lady. 
"""" " ""'d Mrs. Gilbert, gravely; the ' 



30fl,bl 



"Iw 









_3' talk with yoa; 
tail I have it secnre from interrupiion ?" 

" Certainly, madam," answered Harry, trem- 
bling, she know not why. 

' ' Close the door, f^ri. Come nearer, and away 
from the window; we mnst not be overheard." 

Harry was constitutionally timid, and it struck 
her that this poor lady was not in her right 
mind. She hesitated. The other seemed to 
read her Itonghts. 

"lam not mad, child," said she, sorrowfully, 
"though I have trouble enongh to make me so. 
You are the daughter of the landlord of this iim, 
I think?" 

"Yes, madam." 

"And lam the mother of Richard Yorke." 

She was standing in the same position, and 
had spoken coldly and as sternly aa such a voice 
as hers could speak, when something in the 
young girl's feco caused her whole manner to 
change. With a sudden iinpnlse she turned to- 
ward her, and held out both her arms ; and Har- 
ry threw herself into them with a passionate cry, 
and sobbed as though he; heart would break. 

" Hush! hush!" whispered the other, tender- 
ly; "wemnst not weep now, but act!" 

But the girl still sobbed on, without lining up 
her face. Tears had been strangers to her heal^ 
ed eyes for days, and she had longed in vain for 
one sympathising breast on which to lay her 
head. "I have been his ruin," she murmured; 
"but for me he would never have done wrong. 
How you, who are his mother, must hate me!" 

" No, Harry, no!" answered the other, put- 
ting aside those rich brown locks, and garing 
npon the fair shut face attentively. "I do not 
wonder at his loving yon; for such beauty as 
yours many a jnan would lose his soul! I did 
hate you until now. But you love my Richard 
truly, as I see ; and we two can not afford lo 
be enemies. We most work together for his 
good to avert the rnin of which yon speak, for 
it is imminent. He has sent me lo you, for he 
can not come himself. He is in prison, Hariy!" 

"In prison ! Heaven, have mercy!" 

She sank down on her knees, and covered 
her face with her hands. 

' ' Yes, Harry, think of it. Our Eichard, so 
bright, so dear, within prison walls! He may 
pass his life there for what he has done ibr your 
sake, unless you help him." 

" Help him ? I would die for him 1" 

"Calm yourself. Sit down. To grieve is 
selfish where one can do better ; when all is lost 
it is ^me enough for that. All mill be lost a 
fortnight hence, unless we bestir oni'selves. 
Hush ! I hear a step in the passage. Who is 
that?" 

" It is Sol, madam — Solomon Coe." 

"The man you are to marry, is it not?" 

A stiiled groan was the girl's reply. 

"I can not speak what I have to say here," 
said the other, thoughtfully. "Is there no other 
place? Slay. I can bo ill— Ovorfatigued with 



"Yes, madam, yes." 

"Then wipe your eyes — be a brave girl. 
Think of Richard, and not ofyourself— think of 
him, when yonder boor is clasping the hand (bat 
once rested in his — think of him, when ihoso 
alien lips press yours at parting, and be strong ! 
If I were in your place, he would find that I had 
not deserted him in his trouble." 

"Desert him, madam? I? Oh,never!" 

"To be weak is to desert him, girl — to let 
yonder man and yoiu' father suspect that any 
friend of Richard's is beneath this roof is to de- 
sert him — to weep when there is need to work 
is to desert him. Did I not tell yon I was bis 
own mother ; and yet / shed no tears ! Look 
up, and learn your lesson from me." 

The faces of the two women were indeed in 
strong contrast — the younger, yielding, feeble, 
despairing ; the elder, calm, patient of parpose, 
and inflexible. Her cheeks were plump, and 
radiant with health ; her form erect and com- 
posed ; her eyes, indeed, betrayed anxiety, but 
it was from want of confidence in the person she 
addressed, not in herself; the white hair seemed 
1« fitly crown that figure, so full of earnestness 
and lirmncs.s. 

"I mil do my best," cried the yonng ^rl, 
" though I know I am but weak and foolish. 
Pity me, and pray for me. I am going to the 
torture, but I will be resolute. Tell Hannah — 
the servant-maid— that you wish me to attend 
you in yoar room. Send for mo soon, for mer- 
cy's sake ! How I long to know how I can help 
our Richard!" 

As she left the room Mrs. Gilbert's face grew 
dark. ' ' A fool ! a dolt ! " she muttered, angrily. 
" How could he risk so much for such a stake I 
Oh, Richard! Richard!" — her voice began to 
falter at that well-loved name— "was this to 
have been the end of all my hopes? What fatal 
issue, then, may not my fears have end in ! my 
beautifu], bright boy ! The only light my lonely 
life possessed ! to think of yon as like yonrself, 
and then lo think of you as you are now l" She 
looked around her on the sordid walls, the vul- 
gar ornaments upon the mantel-piece, the 
wretched ill-chosen books ; then listened to the 
splash of the rain in theunpaved street. "And 
this was Paradise, was it, my poor boy, because 
this girl dwelt in it I I ought to have known that 
lliere was danger here. His letters few and 
short and far between, his patient tarrying in 
so wild a place, should have been enough to 
warn me. But not of this; in no nightmare 
dream could I have conceived this onimaginable 
peril. Ah, me! ah, me!" She sal down at 
the untasted meal, and strove to eat. " I must 
be strong, for Richard's sake," she murmured. 
But she soon laid down her knife and fork to 
muse again. " This Trevethick is a hard, stem 
man, I see. There is no hope in his mercy. 
The only path of safety is that which the lawyer, 
pointed out ; but will this puling girl have the 
heart and head to tread it ? Will she not faint, 
as she nearly did just now, and lose her wits 
when my Richard most requires them? And 
then, and then?" As if unable to continue such 
reflections, she rose and rang the bell, which 
Hannah answered. 
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" Bring me a bed-nandle, girl ; I ivill seek my 
room at once ; nnd please ask Miss Trerethick 
10 look in npon me before slie retires herself, for 
I feel far from well." 

" Yes, ma'am," Hannah thought within her- 
self that the new arrival looked uncommon fiesh 
and well considering her years, and that her 
young mistress had far more need of rest and 
"looking to" than she; bnt, nevertheless, she 
gave the message ; and Harry, at her usual lime 
for going to rest, repaired to the new-comei''s 
room accordingly. 

"Are they gone to bed, those men?" inquired 
Mrs. Gilbert, anxiously, as soon as the door was 
closed. 

"No, madam; my father and Solomon al- 
ways sit up together now till lalo. " 

"Ay ; plotting against my boy, I doubt 
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" And the 

"They have retired long ago up stairs." 

"Tbat's Weil. Sit here, then, close to me, 
and listen. You know that Richard is in prison, 
placed there by jour father and that other man 
on a £dse charge. They know as well as I or 
you that he had no intention of committing the 
crime of which he stands accused, and yet they 
both mean to swear the contrary. 

"Oh, madam, (bey will sarelj not do that!" 

"But I say 'Yes;' they want revenge upon 
him. I know them better than you, who have 
known them oil your iife ; or perhaps you say 
they will not, because yon hope so. Is it pos- 
sible," she broke forth, impatiently, "that in such 
a strait as this, girl, you can encourage such de- 
lusions : You are like the fool in the Scripture, 
of whom it is written, that though thou shouldst 
bray him among wheat with a peslJe, yet will not 
his foolishness depart from him." 

"Iknoivlam not like you, madam, "answered 
Harry, piteously. "Richard has often told me 
how wise and brave yon are ; bnt yet my love 
for him is as great as yours can bo. Whatever 
you think fit that I should do to help him, that 
shall be done. Trust me ; it shall, indeed." 

"That's well said, girl. Be you the hand, 
and I the head, then, of this enterprise, and we 
shall conquer yet. I say again, that if they 
could, these men wonld swear my Richard's tite 
away. They might as well do that as what 
they mean to do, and deprive him of his liberty ; 
cast him for years into prison, and herd with the 
worst and basest of mankind ; to work under a 
task-master with irons on, Do you understand, 
girl, what it is to which, unless we can hinder 
them, these wretches would doom him ?" 

" Yes, yes, I do,"she murmured, shuddering. 
"It is horrible, most horrible! God help us !" 

"We must help ourselves," answered Mi's. 
Gilbert, sternly, 

" Yet God is surely on oar side, and for the 
truth, madam. If they swear falsely—" 

"You must swear mso," interrupted the oth- 
er, angrily; "you must meet them with their 
own weapons, if yon would defend the innocent 
agiunst, them. As it is, the law is with them, 
and will prove the instrument of their vengeance. 
The notes were found npon his person ; iie strove 



to change them, that he might pass their substi- 
tutes more easily. He counted npon your iather 
not missing them from his strong-box until it 
was too late. The case is clear against him 
that he stole them. " 

"Great Heaven 1" cried Hany, clasping her 
hands in agony ; " and yet he ^d not mean to 
steal them." 

"Of course not; nay more, he did rml steal 
ihem, for yoa gai-e than to Aim. " 

"I gave them to him? Nay, I never 
did." 

" You did — jon did, girl ; you acquiesced in 
his plan for obtaining your Other's consent to 
your engagement ; you undertook to supply him 
temporarily with the money requisite to estab- 
lish his pretensions as a man of fortune. Or, if 
you did B0["— and here her voice assumed an in- 
tense earnestness — " your Richard, the man joa 
pretend to love, will be a convicted felon — a 
prisoner for all the summer of his life, and for 
the rest an outcast ! " 

Harry was silent; her hands were pi'essed lo 
her forehead, as though to compel her fevered 
brain to think without distraction. "I see, I 
see," she murmured, presently ; "his fate hangs 
npon my word. ' So help me, God, ' is what I 
have first to say, and then say that .'" 

"Why notf" rqoined the other, stoutly. 
" Will not these men, too, call God to witness 
■what they fcnoiv to be a lie? Will not He dis- 
cern the motive that prompts j/oa — desire to see 
a wronged man righted, the innocent set free — 
and the motive that prompts fAem— malicious 
hale? Or do you deem the all-seeing eye of 
Heaven is purblind ? I teil you this, girl, if I 
were in t/our place, and the man I loved stood 
josily in such pei'il, I would swear a score such 
oaths to set him free ! Yet here, with justice on 
your side and truth, and Heaven itself, you hesi- 
tate ; yon shrink from uttering a mere form of 
words, the spirit of which is conlraiy to the let- 
ter, and for conscience sake, forsooth, will let 
yoar lover perish ! Your lover ! yes, but you 
were never his, although bethinks so. I will go 
hence, and tell him that you refuse to speak the 
thing that alone enn save him from hfe-iong 
wretchedness ; I will go and tell him that the 
girl for whose sake he has brought this load of 
ruin on himself will not so much as hft it with 
her Htile finger! You fair, foul deiil, how I 
hate yon!" She drew herself up to her full 
height, and regarded the wretched girl with such 
contemptuous seom that even in her abject mis- 
ery she felt its barb. 

"I have not earned your hate," said Harry, 
with some degree of firmness, " if I have earned 
your scorn ; nor is it meet that yon should so 
despise me, because I fear to anger God." 

"And man," added the other, with billeniess. 
"You fear your father's wrath far more than 
Heaven's." 

That bolt went home: the unhappy girl did 
indeed stand in greater terror of her father than 
of the sin of perjury ; and the idea of affirming 
npon oath what she had but a few days before 
so solemnly denied to him was filling her with 
consternation and dismay. Still the picture that 
had just been drawn of the ruin that would as- 
suredly befall her lUchard, unless she interposed 
to save him, had more vivid colors even than 
that of Trevethick's anger. Lot him kiil bar, if 
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he would, after the trial was over, but Richard 
ehould go free. 

"Iwill do yoar bidding, madam,"saiii she, 
suddenly, " though I perish, body and souL" 

"Yon say that now, girl, and it'a well and 
bravely said ; bat will you have strength Co put 
your words to proof? When I Hm gone, and 
there are none but Richard's foes about you, will 
yoa resist their menaces, their arguments, their 
cajolements, and be true as steel ?" 

" I will, I will ; I swear it," answered Harry, 
passionately; "they shall never turn me from 
it. But snppose they prevent me from leaving 
Gethin, from attending at the trial at all ?" 

"Well thought of!" answered Mrs. Gilbert, 
approvingly; "she has some wits, then, after 
oil, tills girl. As for their forbidding you to give 
evidence, however, Mr. Weasel, who is Richard's 
lawyer, will see to that. You will be subpienaed 
as a witness for the defense. You will say, then, 
that it was you who opened the strong-box, and 
took out the notes, and gave them into Richard's 

" Bat how could I'open the letter padlock ?" 

"Good, again!" answered the other; "you 

have asked the very question for which I have 

brought the answer. Now, listen! Have you 

access to yonr father's watch at limes iihen he 

"Yes; he does not always put it on— ^i 
the day he goes to market, for iuBlam 
comes back late, you see." 

"Just so; ami sometimes, perhaps, n 
gether sober. Very good. Now, yc 
opened that watch fi-om curiosity, and sa 
per in its case with B N Z upon it. Tliose letters 
formed the seeret by which the lock was opened. 
You tiied it, just in fun at firat, and found they 
did. Do you understand ?" 

" I do," said Harry. 

" You will not forget, then, what yoa have 
say ; or shall I recapitulate it ?" 

"There is no need," groaned Horry. ' 
shall remember it forever, he sure of that, and 
on mydeath-bedmostof all." With 
look on her wan face, and a heavy sigh, the 
young girl rose to go. "Good-night, madi 
We need not speak of this again to-morrow, n 
we?" 

"Surely not, child. My mission here is done. 
The rain is falling still, and that will be 

cient excuse for my departure. I had .. 

headache to-night — remember that— but it will 
be better after a night's sleep. " 

" Do you sleep ?" askeiiHaiTy,simply. 
me, I would that /could sleep i" 

"Of course I do. Is it not necessary for 
Richard's sake that I should be well and strong? 
I could weep all night and fast all day, if I let 
my foolish heart have its own will. It is ea 
enough to grieve at any time ; one has only . 
think to do that. Sleep, child, sleep, and dream 
of him as he will bo when you have set him free 
then wake to work his freedom. I will tell hin 
that yon will do so. Press your lips to mine 
that I may carry their sweet impress hack U 
him. One moment more. Do not get your lesson 
by heart, lest they should doubt you ; but hold 
by this one senience, and never swerve from it : 
' I gave Bichard Yorke the notes with my own 
hand.' That is the key which can alone un- 
lock his prison-door. Good-nighf, good night." 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

An author of sensitive organization has always 
diSicui^ in treating the subject of prison life. 
If he avoids details, the critics do not ascribe it 
ix> delicacy, bat to incompetence ; if, on the oth- 
er hand, he enters into them, they nudge the el- 
bow of the public, and hint that this particular 
phase of human experience is his specialty — 
that he ' ' ought to know, " because ho has been 
"through the mill" himselE This is not kind, 
of course; but the expression, "a little more 
than kin and less than kind," is exceedingly ap- 
plicable to the critic in reUtion to his humble 
brotlier, the author. _ We will take a middle 
lurse, then, and exhibit only just so much of 
L'OBs Key as may be seen in 'a "justice's visiti" 
Twenty years ago, the system of treatment of 
prisoners before trial incarcerated in her Majes- 
ty's jails was not so nniform as it now is. In 
some they were permitted ftew privileges not en- 
joyed by the convicts themselves; in others a 
considerable difference was made between the two 
classes. The establishment at Cross Key leaned 
to the side of indulgence. Its inmates who were 
awaiting thdr tlial were allowed to wear their 
own clothes; to write letters to their friends 
without supervision (though not without the sus- 
picion of It on their own part) ; and to mingle 
together for some hours in a common room, 
where that unbroken silence which pervades all 
our modem Bastiies, and is perhaps their most 
terrible feature, was not insisted upon. In this 
common room Richard Yorke vma sitting on the 
afternoon following his incarceration. The prin- 
cipal meal of the day had been just concluded, 
and himself and his fellow-guests were brooding 
moodily over their troubles. The platters, the 
block-tin knives, so rounded that the most de- 
termined self-destroyer could never job himself 
with them into Hades, and the metal mugs had 
been removed, and tlieir places on the narrow 
deal table were occupied by a few periodicaia 
of a somewhat depressing character, though 
" devoted to the cultivation of quiet cheerful- 
ness," and by a leaden inkstand much too large 
to be swallowed. The prisoners — upon the 
ground, perhaps, of not needing the wings of lib- 
erty for any other purpose — were expected to 
furnish (from them) their own pens. There 
were but half a doien of these unfortunates; all, 
with two exceptions, were of the same type — that 
of the ordinary agricultural criminal. Ignorant, 
slouching, dogged, they might have tired a rick, 
or killed a keeper, or even — saciilogious but un- 
tliinking boors— hare shot a great man's pheas- 
ant. They did not make use of their privileges 
of conversation beyond a muttered woiii or two, 
but stared stupidly at the pictures in the maga- 
zines, wondering (as well thej might) at the be- 
nevolent faces of the landlords, clergymen, and 
all persons in authority therein portrayed, or 
perhaps not wondering at them at all, but rather 
pondering whether Bet and the children had 
gone into "the House" or not by this time, or 
whether the man in the big wig would be hard 
upon themselves next Wednesday three weeks. 

One of these two exceptions was, of coarse, 
onr hero, who looked, by contrast with these 
poor, simple malefactors, like a being irom an- 
. other world, a fallen angel, but with the evil 
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forces of his new abode already gathering fast 
within him. His capacities for ill, indeed, were 
ten times thdrs ; and the doskj glow of his dart 
eyes evinced that they were at work, though 
they did but jnefFectiially reflect the hell of hate 
t!iat was beginning to be lit within him. It 
flamed against the whole world of his fellow- 
cri^tures, so mad he was with pride and scorn 
and rage ; his hand sbonld be against eveiy man 
henceforth, as theirs was now against him ; his 
motto, hke the ezwnf exclamation of the mob in 
the play, should J>e: "Fire, bum, slay!" He 
was like a spoiled child who for the first time 
has received a severe punishment— for a wonder, 
not wholly deserved— and who wishes, in his 
vengcfui passion, that all mankind might have 
one neck in common with his persecotor, that 
(foi^tting he is no Hercules) his infent arms 
might throttle it off-hand. The love which he 
still f^t for Harry and his mother, tkr from soft- 
ening him toward others, rather increased his 
bitterness of spirit. They, too, were suffering 
ntong Mid ill-treatment, and needed an avenger. 
His faij choked him, so that he had eaten no- 
thing of what had been set before bim, and ho 
now sat leaning with his elbows oa the bare 
boards, staring with heated eyes at the blank 
wall before him, and feeding on his own heart. 

"This is your first time in quod, 1 guess, 
jonng gentleman," observed a quiet voice beside 

Richard started. He had (brown one con- 
temptuous glance upon the company when they 
first assembled, and bad decided that they pos- 
sessed no more interest for him than a herd of 
cattle; bun d ' h' wn mb h hts h 
had lost CO ry re 

of that of as ac g 

down the oom m to rea B 

now that h as 

next neig) sa ff som 

what from res m 

lelligent-lo 

less brulali y p 

lacked — but there was a certain resolution and 
strength of will in his face, which at least told 
of power. Bat it was the tone of voice, which, 
coming fi^m such a man, though it was a gruff 
voice enough in itself, had something conciliato- 
ry and winning in it, that chiefly attracted Rich- 
ard. Perhaps, too, the phrase "young gentle- 
man" flattered his vanity. We can not throw 
off all our weaknesses at a moment's notice, no 
matter how stupendons the crisis in onr fortunes, 
any more than, though onr boat be sinking under 
us, we can divest onrsclves of onr clothes with a 
single shrug ; and sympathy and deferential re- 
spect had still their weight with Richard Yorke. 
Perhaps, too, his nature had not yet even got 
quit of its gregarioasness, and he was not sonj 
to have his acquaintance sought, though by this 
hang-dog thief. 

"I have never been in piison before, if that is 
what you mean, " returned be, civilly. 

He who asked the question was a stout-built, 
grizzled fellow, of about fifty years. He was 
dressed like a well-to-do farmer, but his accent 
smacked of London rather than the conntry; 
and his hands, Richard observed, were not so 
coarse and rough as might be expected in one 
used to manual labor, though his limbs and 
frame were powerful enough for the most ardu- 



ous toil. His gray eyes looked keenly at Rich- 
ard from under their bushy brows, as he pro- 
pounded a second inquiry : 

" What are you in for f Forgery or embez- 
zlement, I reckon — which is it ?" 

"Neither," answered Richard, laconically, a 
bitter smile parting his lips in spite of himself. 

"Well, now, that's curious," observed the 
other, coolly. "If it was not that you were sent 
here wilb the rest of us, and not shut up by your- 
self, I should have guessed ' Murder outright, 
for yon were looking all that a minute ago ; and 
since it could not be murder, I thought it must 
be one of the other two. " 

"I don't know what I am here for,"Eaid 
Richard, gloomily, "except that the charge is 

"Oh, of course," rejoined the other, with a 
grim chuckle; "it's always false the first lime, 
and as often afierward as we can get the juries 
to believe us. I'm an old hand myself, and my 
feelings are not easily wounded; butlbavenev- 
or yet disgraced myself by pleading guilty. It's 
throwing a chance away, uideas you are a very 
beaudful young woman who bas put away her 
baby, and that I never was, nor did." 

"Beauty in distress mollifies the court, does 
it?" inquu'ed Richard, willing to be won from 
his own wretchedness by talk even with a man 
like tbis. 

' ' Mollifies ! — yes, it makes a molly of every 
body. I have l6iown a judge shed tears about 
it, which he is not bound to do unless ha has the 
black cap on — that always set him going like an 
onion. Why, I've seen even an attorney nse bis 

cket-handkerchiaf because of a pretty face in 
ouble; but then she vras his client, to be sure. 
Talking of attorneys, youll have Weasel, of 

Richard nodded an affirmative. 

"Quite right. I should have him myself, if 

ere was a shadow of a chance ; but, as it is, 

s throwing good money out o' winder. I wish 

n better luck, young gentleman, than mine is 
like to be ; not that you want luck, of course, 
but only justice." 

Richard did not relish this tone of banter, and 
he showed it in his look. 

"Come, come," said the other, good-bumor- 
edly, "it is a pity to curdle such a handsome 
face as touts with soar thoughts. Let us be 
friends, for you may be glad of even a friend like 
me some dirty day." 

" It is very likely," answered Eichard, bitter- 
ly. "I see no fine days ahead, nor yet fine 
friends." 

"1 hope you will eee both," answered the 
other, frankly. "The first time one finds one's 
self provided for so extra careful as this, "with a 
glance at the iron bars across the low-arched 
windows, " the prospect always does seem dnik. 
But one learns to look upon the bright side at 
last. Is the figure veiy heavy that you're in 
for? Excuse my country manners: I don't 
mean to be rude, nor do I ask the question from 
mere curiosity ; but you don't look like one to 
have come here for a mere trifle." 

"The amount in quesUon is two Ihousand 
pounds." 

"No whisthng there!" cried the warder, per- 
emptorily, for the " old hand" had not been able 
to repress an expression of emotion at this an- 
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noun cement. He looked at Richard with an 
air of self-complacency, such as a gentleman of the 
middle classes exhibits on suddenly discovering 
that he has been in &miliar converse with aper- 
son of title, or a small trader on beins bronght 
into nne^cpected connection with a merchant 
prince. The gigantic character of iho "opera- 
tion" had invested this young man with an in- 
creased interast in the stranger's eye. 

"That's a great beginning, "said he, admir- 
ingly, "and could scarcely have happened with 
Si puor devil like me. One requires to be bom a, 
gentleman to have saeh opportunities. Now, I 
don't mind telling you," here he sank his voice 
to a whisper, and looked cauUonsly aboal hira, 
" that I was forty years of age before I ever got 
such a haul as yo'nrs. I've done better since, 
but it's been np-hill work, for all that." 

"It doesn't seem to have been very hard 
work," sud lUchard, with a meaning glance at 
the other's hand. 

"Well, no, I can't say as it's been hard; a 
neat touch is what is wanted in my profession." 

" Why, you're not a pick — " Kiehard hesitated 
from motives of delicacy. 

"A pickpocket? Well, I hope not, Kr, in- 
deed," interrupted the other, indignantly, 

"Then what are you?" said lUchard, bluntly. 

As a coy m^den blnshes and hangs her head 
in silence when asked the question which she is 
yet both proud and pleased to ansiver in the af- 
Jirmative, so did Mr. Roheit Balfonr (for such 
was the name of our new acquaintance) pause 
and in graceful confusion rnb his stubble cliin 
with his closed fist ere ho replied : " Well, the 
far^t is, I have been in the gold and precious stone 
line these thirty years, and never in the provinces 
until this present summer, when I came down 
liere, as a Yankee pal of mine once put it, ' to 
open a little jewelry store.'" 

" With a crowbar ?" suggested Richard, with a 
f^int smile. 

"Just BO," said the other, nodding ; "audit 
so happened lliat yours truly. Bob Balfour, was 
caught in the very act." 

' ' And what term of pnnishment do yon ex- 
pect for such a — " 

"Such a misfortune as that?" answered Mr. 
Balfour, hastening to relieve Mchard's embar- 
rassment. "Well, if I had got the swag, I should 
— considering the testimonials that will be hand- 
ed in— have been a lifer. Bnt since I did not 
realize so much as a weddin' ris?, twen^ years 
ought to see me through it now." 

Twenty years! Why, this man would be oi-er 
soi'cnty before he regained his liberty ! 

"Great Heaven!" cried IWehard, "can yon 
be cheerful viith such a future before you ! and 
iit the end of it, to be turned old and penniless 
into the wide world !" 

A genuine pity showed itself in the young 
man's look and tone. A minute before be had 
tboiight himself the most wretched of human be- 
ing!!; yet here was one whose Kite was even 
liai'der, and who met it without repining. Com- 
munity of trouble had already touched the heart 
which he had thought wa« turned to stone. 

"Ave you eony for ma, young gentleman," 
inquired llie convict, in an altered voice, "jon 
' 9 hare got so much trouble of your own to 






, indeed," said Richard, frankly. 



" You would no! write a letter for me, though, 
woiJd you ?" inquired the other, wistfully. " I 
should like to tell — somebody as I've left at home 
— where I am gone to ; and the fact is, I can't 
write ; I never learned how to do it. " 

A blush came over Bob Balfour's face for the 
first time; the man was ashamed of his igno- 
rance, though not of his career of crime. " If 
it's too much trouble, say so," added he, gmHly. 
"Perhaps it was too great a favor to ask of a 
gentleman born." 

"Not at all," said Richard, hastily, "if the 
man will bring us pen and paper." 

" Hush ! tlie officer, if you please," said Bal- 
fonr. " They like to be ' officered,' these gentry, 
every one of diem. Some friends of mine always 
addresses 'em as ' dogs ;' but that's a mistake, 
when they has to wat«h you." 

Mr. Robert Balfour spoke a few respectful 
words to the warder, and the requisite materials 
were soon laid upon the table. Eichard dipped 
his pen in the ink, and waited for direcdons. 
"It's only a few words," muttered Mr. Ualfour, 
apologetically, "to my old mother. Perhaps 
yon have a mother yourself, young gentleman ?" 

" I have." He had written to her guardedly 
the previous day, before he left Plymouth, to tell 
her the same aad news which he was now, as he 
supposed, about to repeat for another, and ta urge 
her to repair to Cross Key at once. 

Mr. Balfour beat softly on the table with his 
foreflnger for a moment, and then, as though he 
had found the key-note of the desired compoei- 
tion, dictated as follows : 

"My dear Motheh,- — When this comes to 
hand, I shall have took your advice, and started 
for the New World. 'I'here's a ship a-sailing 
from Plymouth in a day or two, and my passage 
in her is hooked. I didn't like to come back lo 
town again, for fear I shoidd change my mind, 
and turn to the old trade. The post is queer 
and doubtful, they tell me, in these far-away 
parts ; hut you shidl hear from me whenever I 
have an opportunity. All as is mine is yoms, 
remember; 8o,useit. I havenoneed of money' 
myself, for there's a place being kep for me, out 
yonder, in the carpentering lino. Hoping this 
Hnds you well, as it leaves me, I am yonr dutiful 
son, lloBEEi Balfodb." 

" Then you don't tell her any thing about 
what's happened lo you?" said Eichard, won- 
deringly. 

"Why should I? The poor soul's over sev- 
enty, and will never see me again. It's much 
better that she should have a pretQ^ picture lo 
loot at than such a reality as this ; ain't it f " 

' ' Well, I suppose it is. 

Tills delicate feeling on the part of Mr. Balfour 
jarred upon Richard. He had taken no pains 
to break the news of his imprisonment to ^js 
mother; on the contrary, he had painted tlie 
wretchedness of his position, with a view lo set 
forth the urgent necessity for help, in its most 
sombre colors. Of course there v/ae a great dif- 
fei'ence in the two cases, an immense difference ; 
bat still he resented this exhibition of naturd 
piety, as contrasting unpleasantly with his own 
conduct. 

The otiier, however, had no suspicion of this. 
His tlionghls,just then, weie far away; and the 
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Eubject of then 



unwonted softness to his 
"1 thank you for this, 
kindl)', young gentleman. Hoie's the address- 
Earl Street, Spitttlfields. It's her own house; 
and she will have enough, and to spare, while 
Ehe lives, thank the Lord! Well, that's done 
with; and if BobBalfoarcan dojou a good turn 
for it^ he will. Hello, you're ivauted." 

"Richard Torbe!" repeated the warder, loud- 
ly. "Can't you hear?" 

Biehard had heard well enough ; but the idea 
that it was his mother who had eome in see him 
had for the moment onmanncd him; lie welt 
knew how proud she had been of him; and how 
was he to meet her now, disgraced, disheartened, 
in prison, a reputed thief! But the ne:it instant 
he reflected that her arrii'al coald not be possibly 
looked for for some dap ; perhaps it was Tre*'e- 
thick, who had, in the mean time, learned all, and 
was conie to announco his willingness to with- 
draw from the prosecution ; perhaps Harry her- 
self was with htni; perhaps — 

But there was no time for further prognostica- 
tion ; a second warder was at the door, heckon- 
ing impa^ently, and Richaid rose at once. The 
dull faces of the rest were all raised Iflward him 
with a, malign aspect ; they feared that some 
good news was como for liim, that they were 
about to lose a companion in misfortune. Only 
one held out hia hand, with h "Good Inck to 
you, young gentleman ; though I never see you 
again, I shall not forget you." 

"Silence there !" cried the officer in charge, 
as Richard passed out, into the stone passage. 
"Yon ouglit to know our wajs better than Ibat, 
Balfour." 



CHAPTER XXVII. 



In a hall of stone stood a room of glass, and 
in that room Iho inmates of Cross Key Jail were 
permitted to have access to tlieir legal advisers. 
They were not lost sight of by the jealons gaari- 
i.nns of the place, one of whom perambulated the 
hall throughout the interview; but though lie 
could see all that passed, he could hear nothing. 
Mr. Weasel of Plymouth was very well known at 
Ci'oss Key as being a frequent visitor to that trans- 
pai'ent apartment, and those prisoners whom he 
ikvored with his attentions were justly held in 
high estimation by the warders, as gentlemen 
who, thongh in difficulties, had at least some con- 
siderable command of ready money. Hewaswaic- 
ing now, with his hat on (which he always wore, 
to increase his very limited stature), in this cham- 
ber of audience; and so withered up he looked, 
and such a sharp, shrnnk lace he had, that Rich- 
ard, seeing him in the glass case, might have 
thoaght him some diied specimen of humnnitv, 
not aiive at all, had he not chanced to be in the 
act of taking snuiF; and even that was ghostly 
too, since it produced the pantomimic action of 
sneeiing niihout its accompanying sound. 

"Mr. Richard Yorke, I beheve?" said he, as 
soon as they were shut up witliin the walls of 
glass. " I am glad to make your acquaintance. 
Sir, thoughlwish, for your sake, that it happened 
in another plare. You'il excuse my not oliering 
you my hand." 



Richard drew back Iiis extended ai 






' ' Don't be otFended, Sir,'' said tbe lawver ; "but 
the fact is, the aulhoiities here don't like it. 
'ITiere are some paities in this place who employ 
veiy queer legal advisers ; and in shaking hands, 
a lile or a ^mlet, and n bit of tobacco, are as 
likely to pass as not. Tlint warder can see every 
thing, my dear young Sir ; but ho can no more 
hear what we say than he can understand what a 
couple of bumble-bees are mnrmniing about who 
are barred np in a double window. We can 
therefore converse with one another as much 
without reserve as we please, or rather" — and here 
the little man's eyes twinkled significantly— "as 
JOB please. What I hear from a client in this 
ridiculons place is never revealed beyond it, ex- 
cept so far as it may serve his interests. If Mr. 
Dodge (to whose favor, as I understand, I owe 
this introduction) has told you any thing concent' 
ing me, he will, I am sure, hove advised you to 
be quite frank and candid." 

"There was no necessity for such a warning, 
Mr. Weasel, in my case, I do assure you, " answer- 
ed Richard, earnestly. " I have nothing to con- 
ceal ftvDm yon with respect to the circumstances 
of my position : they are unfortunate, and doubt- 
less very snspicioas ; but I am as innocent of this 
disgraceful charge — " 

"Hush, hush! mydearSir; this will never do. 
It is mere waste of time, though it might have 
been much worse. GoodHearensJ suppose you 
had been guilty, and told me that! yon would have 
placed me in the most embatrassiog situation, as 
your professional adviser, it is possible for the 
human mind to concdvB. What I want to know 
is joMr stoiy, so far aa these two thousand pounds 
found in yoar possession are concerned. Wheth- 
er it is true or not, does not tnatler a button. I 
want to know whether it leems true; whetlier 
it will seem tme to a judge and jury. You have 
thought the matter over, of course ; you have 
gone through it in your own mind from bejpn- 
ning to end — now please to go over it to me." 

The little man whipped out a note-hook, leaned 
forward in his chair, and looked all eye and ear, 
lite a terrier watching at a rat-hole. 

After a moment's pause, Richard stated his case 
pretty much as we are already ncqaainted with it ; 
the little lawyer interrupting him now and then by 
a gesture, but never by a word, in order diat ha 
might set down a point or a memorandum. 

" Very good," said Mr, Weasel, when he had 
quite finished. " That's your story, is it ?" 

"It's the truth. Sir." 

"Hush! my dear young Sir. We shall have 
enough of that — the truth, the whole troth, and 
nothing but the truth — a fortnight hence. What 
you and I have to consider are the probabilities. 
Why did you go to Plymouth, more than any other 
place, t« change these notes ?" 

"Because I had heard there was a Miners' Bank 
there, and Trevethick had mentioned the notes 
of that company as lieing as good, in his opinion, 
as those of tlie Bank of Enghmd. I thought it 
would be easier to get the Mining notes in ex- 
change for those of the Bank of Eughind, thui 
others of the same bank." 

" The check which you showed this Trevethick 
was not, then, a lomjide piece of paper, eh?" 

" It was not," said Eichard, casting down hia 
eyes, 
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" Veiy good, " ansnereJ tlie lawyer, so elieer- 
fuUy thai jou would have tlioughl his client liad 
cleared himself of ihe least aunpicion upon t/mt 
Bcore, at nil events. "How, where did yoaget it?" 

" llj mother sent me u hlank check, at my re- 
quest, and 1 filled it in." 

"ThM check JB destroyed, JOU say — you burn- 
ed it, of course?" 

"No; I tore it up, nnd threw it out of the 
window of the carriage. " 

"The devil you did!" said Mr. Weasel, iu 
perturbatioiL "That is not the way lo destroy 
checks. Had your mother an account at the 
bank on which it was drawn ?" 

"Of course," suid Eiehard, simply. 

"There is nothing 'of course,' Mr. Torke, 
in this matter," answered the lawyer, gravely. 
"Are you quite sure?" 

' l^lle has always had an account 



there; though i 
sand pounds. " 

"It is a large 
thoughtfully, " bat 
penny of it, In c 
Mr. Yorke, would i 
likely to be uf servi 

" Certainly 



I such amount as u 



mm," mattered the lawyer, 
still Ihey have not lost one 
ise things went against you, 
u appeal to the prosecutor be 

answered Richard, hastily. 



" I woald not accept mercy at bis bands; hesid^ 



nofm 



"?■„, 



gravely. " 
Yorke." 

"Good Ilenyens! do you beliei'e, then, that I 
took this money nitli intent to steal it?" 
"What my belief is is of no consequer 
wayorthe other ; but my opinion ia that the jary 
will take that view, if they hear your story as yon 
tell it. The fact is, yon have left oot the moEt 
important incident of all: the whole case will 
hinge upon the young lady's having given jon 
these notes with her own hand. It is evident, of 
course, that she sympathized with yon in your 
8cheine,"pursued the lawyer, rapidly,and holding 
np his finger to forbid the protest that was already 
Tidng to l&hard's lip: "nothing could be more 
tiatnral, though most imprudent and ill judged, 
than her behavior. She had no more idea of 
Blealingthemoneytbanyouhad; bowsbouldshe, 
since it was in a manner her own, she being her 
fiiiher's sole beireus. Yon and I see tliat clearly 
enough, but to ajury used to mere matters of fact, 
motive has little -iguificanceunless put into action. 
What we want, and what we must have, is evi- 
dence that YOU got these notes, not only foi this 
girl's sake, bnt from her fingers. Nobody 
hurt her, you know. Trerethicfc could n- 
prosecute his own daughter ; indeed, the w. 
aflWr dwindles down to a lover's stratagem, and 
there is no need for pixKecuting any body, if 
can only put Harry Trevethick into the witne 
box. How can we, Mr. Yorke, or can we n< 
that's the question." 

Bichard was silent; the lawyer's argument 
struck him with its full force. He bad no scru- 
ples on the matter for his own part, but he feared 
that Harry might entertain them— they would be 
only too much in keeping with her credulous and 
snperstitions nature. 

"If I could talk to her alono fbr Ave 
Dtes," muttered Richard, uneasily. 

"That is impossible," said Mr. Wcasd, 
dedaioa. " We can only play with such 



—that she should 

ous pinch of snuff, and 
■e going to sneeae. 
embarrassing topic 



1 we hold. Icouldgo toGetliiu myself, though 
woidd be most inconvenient at this busy time, 
and refi'Csh this young woman's memory ; but it 
delicate task, and would be looked upon by the 
other side with some suspicion. Now, is there no 
judicious friend that can be thoroughly depend- 
ed uimn— a female friend, if possible,'since the 
aftkir may require tact and sympathy — to effect 
this little negotiation? Thinfe, my good Sir, 

"Why, there is my mother herself!" ejacu- 
lated Eiehard, suddenly. " She is the wisest of 
women, and the very one to conductlhis matter, 
if properly instructed." 

" Is she; now, ia she ?" said the lawyer, cheeri- 
ly. " Cprae, come, that's well, and I begin to see 
alittle light. Let her go down to Gethin, where, 
as I conclude, she is i>ot know'n, and see Miss 
Trevethick herself. I shoald like to see her be- 
forehand, however; indeed, that is absolutely 
necessary." 

" In my note to her, yesterday, I asked her to 

at your office in Plymouth on her way hith- 

, stammered Richard. "I thought it belter 

—that is, in tlie first inst 

hear from you how matte 

Mr. Weasel took a eopiui 
shut his eyes, as though he ' 
Wheneter a client got upon ; 
Mr. Weasel took snuff, to obviate the necessity 
of looking him in the face; while, in case of any 
compromising disclosure, Mr. Weasel sneezed, to 
obviate hearing it. 

'■'- - ase of this kind, Mr. Yorke, not a mo- 
be lost I should advise your mother's 
going direct to Gethin IVom my house, and mak- 
ing sure of this young ladv's evidence. There is 
even a possibility — I don t say it is probable, but 
there is just a chance, you see — that she may he 
subpcenaed Su Ihe oilier side." 

" Just 30, assented Richard, so naively that 
a smile flitted across the little lawj'er's face. 

"Under these circumstances, then, this is 
what we will do, my dear young Sir : Mrs. Yorke 
will go to the (iethia Castle as a guest, and, as I 
shall venture to surest, under another name; 
she will then find an opportunity of speaking to 
Miss Trevethick without awakening her father's 
saspicions ; and when she comes to Cross Key, 
she tvill have, I trust, some good news to bring 
yon, something to talk about (although you must 
be very careful and guarded, mind that, for you 
will not be tell alone together, as we ai-e) besides 
mere regrets and lamentations ; don't you see, 
don't you see?" 

Richard saw exceedingly well, and felt more 
gi'ateful to the lawyer for devising such an ar- 
rangement than he would like lo have confessed; 
nevertheless, he did thank him heartily. 

" Hot at all, not at all, my dear young Sir," 
drawing on one of his gloves, in signal of depart- 
ure. "In a case like this, we must consult feel- 
ings as well as array our tacts ; we must bring 
heart and head to bear together. Speaking of 
head reminds me, by-the-by, of the subject of 
counsel. I propose to instruct Mr. Smoothbore, 
who leads upon this circuit ; I gather fi'om your 
letter that there will be no difficulty with respect 

' ' Whatever may be necessary, Mr. Weasel, for 
I my defense will be, yoii may rest assured, foilh- 
I coming. My moilicr — " 
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The smile disappeared from the lander's face 
with electrical rapidity. ' ' Pardon me, my young 
friend," said he; "but as a professional mal 
only deal with uiincipals in these mutters. 'J 
worJ forthcoming is a little vague. Counsel 
paid beforehand, you must remember." 

We must not be angry with Mr. Weasel, who 
was reaUy a good sort of man after his kind. He 
was naturally cautious, and if he had been the 
most tmstfiu of mankind his experience would 
have taught him prudenca He did hke to see 
his money down ; and really, as to Mr. Yorke, aU 
he knew of his pecuniary position was with rela- 
tion to that blank check, the hisKny of which 
was not of n nature to inspire confidence. 

"I was about to observe," said Eichard, 
haughtily, "that my mother would satisfy all 
daims ; but, in the mean time, there were over 
n hundred pounds in notes and gold which were 
found upon ma when I was searched at Ply- 
month. If you doubt me, you hare only to make 

"My dear jfOung Sir," returned the lawyer, 
earnestly, "this is not courteous, this is not kind. 
I never doubted you from the first moment that 
I saw yon no one with any knowledge of man- 
k nd ould do so. Professional etiquette com- 
p 11 I me (o remark that I could treat with prin- 
pal 1 , that is all. Let me see," added ho, 
ul n his note-book, "have I any thing 
mo e say? Yea, yes. With respect to this 
oung lady. Miss Hany Trevethick — I did not 
hke n orrupt you at the time, hat I see 1 have 
made a memorandum — is she pretty ?" 

" She is very, very heantiful," said Richard, 
earnestly, the remembrance of her beanty giving 
a tenderness to his tone. 

" That's capital !" nodded the lawyer. " Old 
Bantam is our judge this session, and he likes a 
pretty face. So do we all, for the matter of that, 
1 hope. You are young and good-looking your- 
self, too ; Smoothbore will make something of 
that, yon may depend npon it. ' Gracious Heav- 
ens, is the iron arm of the law to sunder these 
happy lovers for a mere indiscretion, and make 
their bright young lives a blank fbrerer?' He'll 
^ve them something like that. Sir, in a voice 
broken by emotion, and bring you off with flying 
colors." 

"I don't care about the colors, if he only 
brings me off," said IHchard, grimly. 

' ' A very natural remark, my dear yonng Sir, 
for one. in yonr present situation; but three 
weeks hence, as I both hope and believe, yon will 
not be so easily satisfied ; the more we have, the 
more we warn, yon know — escept in the matter 
of ^me. I have very little to spare of it just 
now, and must therefore take my leave." 

Mr. Weasel bad put on his other glove and his 
hat, and, with a cheerful nod, had actually placed 
his fingers on the door-handle, when he sndden- 
ly turned round, and said: "By-the-by, I had 
almost fbrgoiton a little form of words, which in 
your case I am sure will be bat a foiin, and yet 
I do not like to omit it. I never leave a client 
in your position without asking him the question ; 
so you must excnse me, my young tiiend, and 
not be offended." 

" I am not in a position to be very sensitive 
about wha.t is said to me," answered Richard, 
bitterly. "Prayask whatever yon please." 

Mr. Weasel looked cautiouslv round, to see 



ir been in trouble with tlie law be- 



that the warder was not too near, and lowered 
his voice to a whisper. ' ' Is this littlo nfiair your 
first, my dear young Sir? I ic 

"have you er"-"" — '"" ""'- 

fore?" 

"CertMuly not," replied Richard, smiling. 

" I had anticipated your answer, " said the lit- 
tle lawyer, gayly; "but I thought it right to 
make quite certain. Because, if the aftair should 
happen to reach a stage where the question of 
' character' is mool«d (though it uon'i get so fur 
as tlial, I trust, in our case), one doesn't like to 
be taken altogether by surprise, do you see? 
Yon have been a landscape-painter, you say. A 
most innocent and charming occupation, I am 
snte, and one which Smoothbore will make the 
very most of. The case altogether will afford 
him such opportunities that he really ought to do 
it cheap. And you've never been any tiling else, 
have you ? never had any other calling, or ob- 
tained your livelihood by any other than quite 
legal and permissible means — eh ? What, what? 
Yon have not been quite frank and candid with 
rae, my dear Sir, I fear. " 

"it is really not of much consequence," said 
Richard, hesitating. 

"You must allow me to be the judge of that, 
Mr. Yorke," said the other, giavely, taking ott' 
his hat once more and one of his gloves. "Im- 
B^ne yoiu'self a good Catholic, if yon please, 
with Father Weasel for your priest." 

The confession lasted for some minutes. 

"I think yon will admit that what I have told 
you has not much bearing upon the matter in 
hand," said Richard, when he had finished. 

" None at all, none at all— that is, I hope 
not," answered the other, thoughtfully. " But 
what an interesting revelation it is ! What a 
point as to whether the matter is an ofiense 
against ihe law or not ! How protiily Smooth- 
bore would treat the subject, if it chanced lo 
He looked at Richard with 
admiration. " You're a most remarkable young 
I, Sir; I wish that circumstances permitted 
of my shaking you by thehand. Good-morning, 
my dear Sir. Yon may depend upon my not 
permitting the grass to grow under my feet. 
When your mother comes she will have good 
news for you. Good-momlng." 

ITie warder took possession of Richard, while 
Mr. Weasel, followed by the young man's long- 
ing eyes, was nshered to the opposite door, on 
the other side of which was liberty. But the 
lawyer's mind was still within the prison walls, 
though his legs were free, and walking ap the 
et of the little town toward his inn. 
Now, that is really a most temaikahle young 
L," he murmured to himself. "A most in- 
genions young fellow, upon my word. The idea 
of his having invented a new crime! Why, bless 
my heart, it's quite an epoch — quite an epoch !" 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 

SoIongasEichardhadhadMr. Weasel tobear 
him company, half his ti'oubles — so elastic was 
his nature, and so apt for social intercourse- 
seemed lo liave been removed ; butnow that that 
brisk, confident voice was heard no more, and 
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the stone passages only echoed to the tread of 
the waiiler nnd himself, his spirits sank even 
lower than thev hod been befoi'e. Alone in his 
comfortless c^l, he went orer the lawyer's (alt 
anew, and it vas strange how the sparks of com- 
fort (Ued oat of it. It was clear that in the first 
instance his companion had taJien a gloomy view 
of his case, that ha looked upon Kiehiud's own 
story with utter disbelief, and was convinced it 
would not hold water before a jary. His remark 
about the money hating been recovered must 
have had reference to a possible miligation of 
the sentence, and therefore took conviction for 
granted. Sor, upon recooEideralion of tlie case 
with calmness^ — the calm of loneliness and despair 
— was, Eichord himself admitted, any other con- 
clusion to be ariived at bj a stranger. Those 
who were acqnainted with bis rash and impulsive 
character and reckless wa}'s would understand 
that he had no setions intention of robbing 
Trerethick— except, that is, of his daughter; 
even Trevethiek himself must be aware of that ; 
thongh, with that same exception before his eyes 
it was more than donblful whether he would ac 
knowledge it. Ji^aiting with the sense of thi 
deceit that Bicliard had practiced (almost with 
success) npon him, ho might conceal his real im- 
preasiou of the affair, and treat it as a common 
felony. Taking the bnitalitj of Solomon's man- 
ner to him when he was arrested as an index of 
his prosecutor's purpose, he felt that this 
wbaC would happen; and if so, whnt chance 
would he have against such evidwice ? Would 
the judge and jniy be pei'suaded to believe that 
he hod acted with the romantic folly that had 
in reality possessed him? And if not, to what 
protracted wretchedness might he not be doomed! 
His old hopes, in short, lay dead within him, 
and he felt that bis late adviser had been right ii 
suggesting the evidence of Hany Tievetbiek a: 
tbe only means to secure his acquittal. lie did 
not look beyond that for an hour. Life for the 
next three weeks wonid have but one event for 
him — his trioi and its result. The little attorney, 
whom he had seen but once, the suasive barrister, 
of whom he had only heard, were fi'om henceforth 
the two persons upon earth who had tli 
forest for him of all mankind. If ihe^ failed 
him, all was lost. If they succeeded, all, 
what had now become his all, was gained, 
thought of Harry only as the being upon whose 
testimony his fate depended ; he did not picture 
her to himself in any other character, though 
perhaps he would have refused to part with her 
even at the piice of that liberty which had be- 
come so precious in his eyes, ^he would sorely 
not refuse to say the half-dozen words which 
were the "open sesame" that alone could -- ' ' 



Ho thought of his mother, not so much as 
such— the truest and most unselfish friend he 
had — as the person best qualified to win Harry 
over to speak those words. He was no longer 
ashamed to see her; his heait was so full of 
imxtous fear that tliere was no room for shame ; 
but he was glad that the lawyer had recommend- 
ed her to visit Getliin before coming to Cross 
Key. What he thirsted for was hope, a gleam 
of sunshine, a whisper of good news. If his 
mother had not that to give him, let her stay 
away. He did not wish his heart lo be melted 
within him by regi'ets and tears ; ii there was no 
hope, let it harden on, till it was as hard as ada- 



mant, for the honr, that, however long delayed, 
must come at last— of vengeance! He thouglii 
of Solomon Coe as one of a dominant race Ihinks 
of the slave who has become his master, and was 
bis murderer in his heart ten Hmes a day. He 
thought of him as the man who wonld marry 
Trevelhick's daughter, his own Harrj', while he 
(Richard) rotted in jail. 

Such were the bitter reflections, creeping fears, 
and meagre hopes which consumed him wiien iie 
was alone, that is to say, for five-sixths of the dav 
and all tbe weary nighl. In the society of Bal- 
four he found, if not solace, at least some respite 
from his gnawing cares. The importance which 
this man liad attached to the recovery of stolen 
goods as miiignting the punishment of crime, and 
to good loolis in the cose of a female witness or 
prisoner, corroborated as it had been hy the judi- 
cial experience of Mr. Weasel, gave him confi- 
dence in the convict's intelligence ; or, at least, 
in his judgment with respect to the matter on 
which Kichard's thoughts were solely concen- 
trated. He was never weary of asking this 
man's opinion on this point and on that of his 
own case, the details of which he fully confided 
to hiro. Balfour, on his part, gave him his best 
advice, and whatever comfort he could. He did 
not resent, nor even seem to be aware of (he fact, 
that the position in which he stood himself awoke 
no coiTcsponding sympathy in Itiobm'd, He 
had taken a fancy to this young fellow, so differ- 
ent from any companion that he had evei' known ; 
was flattered hy tls confidence ; and felt that 
enthusiasm toward him which friendship, when 
it exists between two persons of widely dificreul 
grades, sometimes begets in the inferior. 

A week passed on, and then, at the same time 
and phice as before, Sichard was summoned from 
his fellow-prisoners. He turned pale in spite of 
himself, as he rose from the table to meet for 
the first time, since disgrace had overwhelmed 
him, his mother's face. 

"Don't give way, my yoong master," whis- 

pei-ed Bnlfour, good-natui'cdly, "for that will 

only make the old woman fret." 

Richard nodded, and followed the warder, who 

L this occasion led the way through a difi'erent 

door. " It ain't Mr. Weasel this time," said the 

latter, in answer to his look of surprise ; " it's a 

te friend, and therefore we can't let you 

the gUss box." He nshered him into whflt 

would have been a stone court-yard, except that 

roof also of stone. In the middle of 

this, running riglit across it, was a sort of cage 

of iron, or rather a passage some six feet broad, 

shot in on either side by high iron rails ,■ within 

an oiBcer of the prison ; and on die 

other side of it stood a female figure, whom 

Hichard at once recognized as his mother. It 

.'itb this triBi cage between them, and in the 

nee oi an oflicial, that piisoners in Cross 

Key Jail were alone permitted to receive the 

visits of their friends and kinsfolk. It was no 

wonder that in an interview under soch reslric- 

(, Mr, Weasel should have r 



To do Richard justice, however, that was not 
the reflection that now parsed through his mind, 
all his selfish thoughts and calculations, he 
really yearned to cast bimsctf on his mo- 
ther's breast, and feel once more her loring aims 
aronnd him; to whisper in her ever-ready ear 



BRED IN THE BONE. 



his sorrow for the past, his aiuiielies for the fu- 
ture ; and wlien he saw that this was not to bo, 
the heart that ho wonld have poured out betbre 
her seemed to sink and shrink within him. In 
Ihia material obstacle between them he seemed 
to behold a type of the dread doom that was im- 
pending over him — Beparation from humanity, 
exclusion Irom the world without, a life-long en- 
tombment within stone walls. He put his band 
and arm through the bars, mechiinically, to touch 
his mother's fingers, and when he found he could 
not reach them, he burst into tears. It was only 
by a great effort that Mrs. Yorke could main- 
tain bet aelf-contvol; bul she, neveitheless, did 
do so. Her face was calm, and her eyes, though 
full of tenderness and pity, were tearless ; only 
her low, soft voiee gave token of the woe with- 
in her in its tremulous and falteiing tones. 

" Dear Kichard,"it said, "myowndearBich- 
ard, take heart; a few days hence, and you will 
be folded in your mother's arms; not to stray 
from them again, I trast, my boy, mv boy I 
She pressed her forehead with its fine white hidr 
against the cruel bars, and seemed to decoar him 
with her loving eyes. "All will yet be well," 
she continued ; "your innocence can not fail to 
be estabUshed, and this dreadful time will be for- 
gotten like an evil dream." 

" Have you been to Gethin, mother ?" 

"Yes, dear; I only came from thence this 
moming. Harry sent you her best love. Yoiu' 
fdth ill her, she bade me tell you, is not mis- 
placed ; she will be in the witneis-box, far cer- 
tain." This last sentence was uttered in the 
French tongue, and very rapidly, 

"I am very sorry, ma'am, interrupted the 
official, who had retired to the further extremity 
ot the cage, " but my oi'ders are to prohibit con- 
versadon between prisoners and their fiiends in 



"1 will take care not to transgress again, " said 
Mrs. Torke, with a sweet smile; "your consider- 
ation for us I am sure demands ail obedience." 

" Has Mr, Weasel made his arrangements, 
mother F" 

" Yes, all ; the subpojua will be sent to Gethin 



He is 



then 



" And wluit does Mr. Smoothbore say ? Have 
you seen Mmt" 

"No, dear, no. But the matter on wliich I 
went to Gethin having been sntisfactoiily ar- 
ranged, we may consider that is all settled. 
Your counsel has no doubt of being able to estab- 
lish yonr innocence, notwithstanding the malice 
of your enemies," 

But what is he like, this Smoothbore ?" 

"Well, the fact is, Richard, we have not got 
him, but another man, Mr. Balais — quite his 
eqnal, Mr, Weasel assures me, in all respects." 

"Not got him!" cried Kiohard, impatiendy, 
"Why, Weasel told me Smoothbore led the rar- 
cuit Why have we not secnred him ?" 

"He has been retained by the other side," an- 
swered Mrs. Yorke, in a tone that she in vain 
endeavored to render cheerful. ""To say tbe 
tmth, Bichard, the proseentor is exhibi^ng the 
utmost vindictiveness, and straining every nerve 
for a conviction. Money, which he was said to 
be so fond of, is now no object with him, or at 
least be spares none. But be can not bribe 
twelve honest men, nor a lighteous judge." 



"I knew il," exclaimed Eichard, stamping Iiis 
foot on the stone floor. "Thote auKeii brutes, 
'i'revelhick and the other, would have mj life, 
if they could. There is nothing that they would 
stick at, be assured of that — and do yon put 
Weasel on his guard — to work my ruin. How 
conid he be snch a dolt as to let them be before- 
hand with him, when he himself said there vns 
not an hour to he lost !" 

" Indeed, Eichard, all was done for the best. 
One could scarcely expect Mr. Weasel to ad- 
vance so large a sum as was required, n-ithout 
security; and he did commanicate with Mr. 
Smoothbore as soon as he had satisfied himself 
upon that score. He aasuies me Mr, Bahiis is 
quite as clever a counsel. Indeed, I should not 
have told yon of tbe change, had you not pressed 
the question so directly." 

"Tell me all, mother; tell me every thing; I 
adjure you to keep nothing back. "To' think and 
guess and fear, in a place like this, is worse than 
not ta know the worst. Trevethicfc is a miser, 
and yet yori say he is spending with a lavish 
band. How is it yon know thaif" 

" Why, Mr. Smoothbore's clerk is a friend of 
Mr, Weasel's, and he hears from him tiiat his 
master has never received so large a retaining 
fee as on ibis occawon. The sum we offered, 
two days afterward, though largei'than is cus- 
lomaij, was, he said, but a trifle compared with 

"You have something else to tell me yel, mo- 
ther—I see it in your eyes. If you go away 
with it nntold, yon leave me on the rack." 

"There is nothing more,'' answered his mo- 
ther, hesitatingly, " or almost nothing," 

"What is it?" cried Richard, hoarsely — 
"what is it?" 

"Well, merely this: that thinking that no 
money should be spared to help you ' 



fast resolution never to ast your father 

"You did not apply to Carew for money, 
snrely?" ejaculated Kichard, angrily, "To let 
him know that I was here was ruin." 

"It may hare been ill judged, indeed, dear 
Kichard," replied his motlier, quietly; "but it 
was not ill meant. Do you suppose it cost me 
nothing to be his suppliant t Do yon suppose I 
have no scorn nor hate, as you have, for those 
who have wronged me and you ? If fury conld 
avail to set you free, yovir mother would be as 
the tigress robbed of her young. It is an easy 
tiling enough to fume and foam; it is hard to 
have to clasp the knees of those whom you de- 

" He refiised yon, then — this man ?" 
"He did, Richard. He loldme— what I had 
not learned from ^on ; I do not say it lo repronuli 
yon, dear — what it was that had so long detain- 
ed you at Gethin, He mentioned, in coarsest 
terms, your love for Harry, and how you had 
misrepresented yourself to Trevethicfc as tbe heir 
of Ccompton in order to win her. He expressed 
a callous indifference to your present peril, and 
added something more in menace than in warn- 
ing respecting Siat affair with Chandos which 
caused von to leave his roof. Since it seemed 
you had made no secret of tbe matter to Mr, 
Weasel, I showed him Carew 's note ; and his 
o|iiiiion is that Trevethick has sjiies at work to 
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,m," said the 



track vonr past. This may or may not i 
you. Mr. Weasel thinks that it will not 
it shows the rancor nitti winch this case is ] 
ed bj Trevethiek— a malice which we are 
gather at a loss to nnderstand." 

Kicliard ground his heel apon the stone 
out reply, while his mother looked at h 

" Your lime is Blmos 
warder; "there's only i 

"You told har how . 
mother, did yon ?" said Hicliai'd, rousing himself 
in the effort. 

" Yes, dear. She will not fail us, never fear. 
Keep heart and hope ; and as for me, yon will be 
sure that not a moment of my waking thoughts 
is wasted upon aught but you. I shall see you 
again, once move at least, before your — before 
the tiial comes on ; and Mr. Weasel will be here 
next week again. Is thera any thing, my own 
dear boy, that I can do fov jou ?" 

" One moment, mother. Carew has not pun- 
ished joM on my account, I trust? Hehas not 



lyr 

"Hush, hush, dear; prnj he calm; there is 
no need to fi'et. I can support myself withoat 
hisaid; indeedlcan; and perhaps he may relent 
when he gets sane, for he was like a madman at 
my coming to Cromplon. Mr. Whymper will 
do all he can, I am sure. How crud it was of 
ine to heed your words, and tell you — Look to 
him, warder, look to my son I" she screamed. 

liichard had indeed turned deadly pale, and 
thongh his fingers still mechanically clutched the 
iron rail, was swaying to and fro; the warder 
unlocked the passage-gate, and ran to him just 
in time to sate his &lling headlong on the pare- 

" Are you a mnn," said the agonized woman, 
" or iron like this" — and she beat against ilic 
railing passionately — "that you will not let a 
moths' kiss her son when he is dying?" 

"Nay, nay, ma'am; it's not so bad as that," 
said the waiter, good-naturedly ; ' ' see, he's a- 
cotning round agen all right. I've seen a many 
look like that. In half a minnte he'll be himself 
again. It's his tiouWe as does it, bless yon. If 
you'll take my advice, you'll spare both yonr son 
and yourself the pain of parting, and leave him 
as he is. I'd go bail for it, it's just a faint, 
that's all." 

"Let me kiss him once," imploi'ed the unhap- 
py woman. " Oh, man, if yon have ever known 
a mother's love, let me kiss him once I Here 
s five-ponnd note — lake it, and leave me st 
your debtor— but one kiss." 

"Nay, ma'am, 1 can't take j^our money ; of 
which, as I couldn't hdp heaniig you say, jou 
have not got too much to spare, lint yon shall 
kiss your bonnie boy, and welcome ;" and with 
^lat the stout warder Kmk the 
up in his arms, and bore him within the passage; 
and hismother put her lips between the harsand 
pressed them to his forehead once, twice, thrice. 

"There, there, ma'am; that will do," mntler- 
ed the man, impatiently; "and even that is as 
much as my place is worth. Now, jnst lap ai 
yonder door, and they'll let you out." 

Mrs. Yorke obeyed him without a word, f h< 



had heard the heavy fluttering sigh thai betoken- 
ed liichards return to consciousness, and knew 
that the worst was over ; unless, indeed, the com- 
ing back to life might not lie the worst of all. 



CHAPTEB XXIX. 

It is proposed by some elevators of the public 
mind to make us all philosophers, end to abol- 
ish the morbid inlerest which mankind at pi'es- 
ntertains in the issues of life and death. 
They hold it weakness that we shonld become 
excited by mcident, or enthralled by mystei'j, 
and prophesy a fnture when intelligence shall 
reign supreme, to the extinction of the vnlgar 
' )n for sensation. In the mean lime, how- 
the sympathetic hopes and fears of human- 
imain pretty much as they have been within 
ail living memory ; and one of the gi'eatest treats 
that can be provided for the popuhir palate is a 
criminal trial. There are many reasons why 
should be the case ; the conrts of law are 
free, and a sight that can be seen for nothing is 
of itself attractive, since we are, at all events, 
losing our time and money too. Again, the 
it popular drama, the most popular novel, are 
se to which the denouements can not easily 
be guessed; and in the court-house wo see 
drama and novel reaUzed with the vei'dict of the 
jury and the sentenceof the judge — a matter of 
anxious speculation to (he very last. Where 
theatres and hooka are rare the passion for such 
s Is proportionnlly stronger, and perhaps 
there is no periodical event which so deeply stirs 
the agricullnral interest — speaking socially, and 
politically— as the advent of the Judges of 

At Crosj Ke}', at all events, there was nothing 
se talked of tbr weeks beforehand; and the 
se which above all others was canvassed, and 
pr^udged, and descanted npon over all sorts of 
boajds^ — from the mahogany one in the dining- 
at Cross Key Park to Uie deal tripod which 
held the pots and pipes at the road-side beer- 
house — was that of Richard Yorke, the yonng 
gentleman-painter, who had run away with old 
John T^vethick of Gethin's hoarded store. The 
imor had got abroad that he had almost ran 
ivay with his daughter also, and this intensified 
le interest immensely. The whole female pop- 
ulation, fi'om the high-sheriff's wife down to the 
woman who kept the apple-stall in the market- 
place, was agog to see this handsome young Lo- 
thario, and especially to hear the evidence of hia 
(clandestinely) betrothed, who was known to 
have been suhpcenaed for the defense. 

There were innumerable biographies of the 
prisoner to be had for nothing. He was a noble- 
man in disguise ; he was the illegitimate son of 
the prime minister; he was indirectly but im- 
mediately connected ivith royalty itself ; he could 
speak every Enropean language (except Polish), 
and painted landscapes like an angel ; he had 
fonr thousand a year in hind, only waiting for 
him to come of age, which carried with it half 
the representation of a Whig boroagh ; he had 
not a penny in the world, but had hitherto snp- 
ported himself in luxury by skinful forgeries ; 
young as he was, be was a married man, and 
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Imd a wife (three times his age) alive. All these 
particnlara wore insisted upon and denied forty 
times a daj. The least scraps of trust-worthj 
intelligence concerning him were greedily de- 
■voured. The tumpike-man wiio had opened 
gate to let hira through on ihe night he came to 
the j^ was cross-Examined as to hia appearance 
and demeanor. The rural policeman of the dis- 
trict (who had never had a chance of sedng him) 
was treated W pots of ale, and suddenly found 
himself the best of company. The Castte at 
Geihin was thronged by local tourists, who, un- 
der pretense of being attracted by the sconeiy, 
came to stare at Hany, and, havingseen her, re- 
tnred to Cross Key with marvelous stories of her 
charms. As the time drew on the applications 
for admittance to the conrt-honse made the life 
of the under-sheriff a burden, and caused the 
hearts of his subordinates (who got the half- 
crowns) to sing for joy. 

The unhappy Richard was wholly ignorant of 
all this excitement. When he pictured the 
court-house to himself, as he often did, he only 
beheld a crowd of indiflerent persons, who would 
pay no more attention to his own case than to 
tiiat of Balfonr, or any other that might follow 
or precede it. He saw biniself taken out in cus- 
tody, and carried in some conveyance, such as 
he had arrived in, through the gaping street ; but 
the idea of that ordeal gave him no uneasu 
Those who saw him would forget him the 
moment, or confuse him with some other in 
same wretched plight. His mind always re 
ed from such reflections, as comparatively tri 
to the issne of the trial itself, Ind^, that 
thought might be sdd to be constant, though 
others intruded on it occasionally without obscur- 
ing it, like light clouds that cross the moon. A ~ 
to the details of the scene of which fae was abont i 
be so prominent an aclor, he knew nothing; fi 
the warders never opened their lips to him, e: 
cept officially, and Mr. Balfonr had never hap- 
pened to come to grief in the course of his profes- 
donal practice in tliat particular locality before. 

Bat the fact was that the jail of Ci'oss Key, 
though Mtuafed in so out-of-the-way a spot, was 
a model establishment in its way, and built upon 
the very highest principles of architecture, as 
connected with the administration of the crimin- 
al law. No prisoner was ever taken out of it for 
trial at all, bat was conducted by an nnderground 
passage into the conrt-house itself — indeed, into 
the veiy heart of it, for a flight of steps, with a 
trap-door at the top, led straight into the dock, 
in which he made bis appearance like a Jack-in- 
the-box, but much more to his own astonishmeni 
than to that of the spectators. 

Imagine the unhappy Richard thus confront- 
ed, wholly unexpectedly, with a thonsand eager 
eyes! They devoured him on the right hand 
and on the left, before him and behind him. 
they looked down upon him from the galleriei 
above with a hunger that was increased by dis 
lance. Even the barristers in the space becweei 
him and the judgn turned round to gaze at him 
and the jndge himself adjusted his spectacle: 
npon his nose to regard him with a searching 
look Not a sound was to he heard except the 
monotimaus voice of the clerk reading the in- 
dictment , it was plain that every one of that 
last concourse knew him, and needed 
hio neighbor should whisper, ' ' That is h( 



his mother there? thought Eichnrd, and above 
all. Was Hanj there? He looked roand once 
upon that peering throng ; hut he could catch 
sight of neither. The former, with a thick v^l 
over her features, was, indeed, watching him 
from a corner of the court ; but the only £ce he 
recognized was that of his attorney, seated im- 
mediately behind a man with a wig, whom he 
rightly concluded to be Mr. Sergeant Bahtis. 

There was a sudden silence, following upon 
the question, "How say you, Eichard Yorke, 
are you guilty of this felony, or not guilty?" 
The tamkey hy the prisoner's side muttered 
harshly behind bis hand, "They have called on 
you to plead. " 

' ' Not guilty, " answered Richard, in a loud, 
firm voice, and fixing his eyes upon the jndge. 

A murmur of satisfaction ran softly through 
the conrt-honse. His hesitation had alarmed 
the curious folks ; they were afraid that ho 
might have pleaded " Guilty," and robbed them 
of their treat. Not a few of them, and perhnpa 
all the women, were also pleased upon his own 
acconnt. He was so young and handsome that 
they could not choose but wish him well, and out 
of his peril. 

Then Mr. Smoothbore rose, and was some 
time about it. He was six feet four inches high, 
and it seemed as though you would never see the 
last of him. ("Oh, Jerryusalcm, upon wheels!" 
was the remark that Mr. Robert Balfour mut- 
tered to himself when seme hours afterward ke 
found himself confronted by the same gigantic 
counsel, instructed specially by the crown to 
prosecute so notorious amarauder,) The twelve 
men in the box opposite at once became all ear. 
Some leaned forward, as though to anticipate 
by the miUionth of a second the silvery accents 
of Mr. Smoothbore ; others leaned back with 
be.id a^de, as though to concentrate their intel- 
ligence npon them; and the foreman held his 
head with both his hands, as though that portion 
of his person was not wholly under control, but 
might make some erratic twist, and thereby lose 
him some pregnant sentence. These honest 
men did not know Mr. Smoothbore, and thought 
(for the first five minutes) that they conid sit and 
listen to hira fbrever ; before they had done with 
him they began to think that they should have 

Far be it from as to emulate the prolixity with 
which the learned counsel set forth his case ; it 
must be conceded that he did not hang over it ; 
his words ran as smoothly as oil, and with per- 
fect distinctness, and if any body missed his 
meaning, it was not for want of its being suffi- 
ciently expressed. To a listener of average 
abilitj, however, he became insupportable by 
repetition, which is, unhappily, not exclusively 
"the vice of the pulpit." Wewilltake care to 
avoid his error. It will be sufficient to say that 
when he had Ruished Itichard stood accused not 
only of having stolen two thousand poonda from 
John Trevethick, but of having compassed that 
crime under circumstances of pecniiar basencEs. 
He had taken advantage of his superior educa- 
tion, manners, and appearance, to impose him- 
self upon the honest Comisbman as the legiti- 
mate son of his landlord, and secured within that 
humble home a fooling of familhirity, only the 
bctler to compass a scheme of villainy, which 
must have occurred to him at a very enriy pciind 
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of iheii- acquaintance. Indeed, Mr. Smooilibore " You have a daughter, I believe, Mr. Treie- 

hinted that the prisoner's profession of landscape- thick f" and the Sci'gcant looked at tlie jury, with 

painting was a mere pretense and pretext, and elevated ejebrows, as riioagh he would have 

that it was more Ibanprobable that, having heard said, " If we can get even that admission out 

by some means of Trevelhick's hoard, he had of this hoary miscreant, we may consider our- 

— le down lo Gethin with the express inieniion selves fortunate." 



of becoming possessed of it, which his accidental 
discovery of the secret of the letter padlock e 
abled him to do. In short, by artful innuendo 
this or that part of the stoiy, Richard was pair 
ed as a common thief, whose possession of am 
lenities as dexterity anHJinesse only made hi 
a moie dangerous enemy of society. There had 
been raroors, Mr. Smoothbore admitted, of cer- 
tain romantic drenmstancea connected with the 
case, but he was instmcted to say Chat they were 
wholly baseless, and that tlie matter which the 
jury would have to decide npon was simply 
impudent and audacious robbery, committed 
a manner that he might stigmatize as being quite 



The speech fbrtheprosecntion immensely dis- 
appointed the general pnbUc, already half-con- 
Tineed, in spite of themselves, by Mr. Smooth- 
bore's impassioned clearness and straightforward 
^mplidty, while it pleased the jury, who were 
glad to hear that the matter in hand was, after 
all, an ordinate one, which woold necessitate no 
deprivation of victuals, nor absence of iire and 
candle. The witnesses for the prosecution ap- 
peared, aa usual, in an order in inverse ratio to 
the interest and importance of their respective 
testimonies — the clerk of the Miners' Bank ' 

whose hands the notes bad been paid, po 

men, Mr. Dodge, and others, who only repeated 
what we already know. Even the appearance 
of Solomon Coe was marked by nothing especial, 
save to the eyes of the acousei In the triumph- 
ant bearing of this witness, and in the malignant 
glance which he had shot toward him are he be- 
gan his lale, Richard read that the charge ajrainst 
him was to be pnshed to the bitter end. It was 
in this man's power, more tlian in any other's 
(save one), to extenuate or lo set down in mal- 
ice ; and there was no doabt in his rival's mind 
(though his rancor took so blunt a form that it 
might well have been mistaken by others for out- 
spoken candor) which of the two courses Solo- 
mon had chosen. He showed neither scruple 
nor hesitation ; every word was distinct and de- 
risive, and on one occasion (though the repeti- 
tion of it was forbidden by the judge) even ac- 
companied by a blow with his sledge-hammer 
fist in the way of corroboration. It seemed that 
the story he had to tell was, after all, a very plain 

When John Trevethick, who was the last wit- 
ness examined for the prosecntion, strode into 
tlie box, this f^ing was intensified, llis giant 
frame and massive features seemed, somehow, 
to associate themselves with a phiin story ; and 
his evidence was as much in consonance with his 
counsel's speech as evidence could be with plead- 

But when he had quite done with his unvar- 
nished tale, and when Mr. Smoothbore had pven 
him a parting nod in sign that he had done with 
him, Sei^ant Balate rose, for the lirst time, with 
an uplifted finger, as thongh, bat for that signal 
of delay, the honest laudloi'd would have fled 
ineontincnlly, and hanged himself, like another 
Judas. 



1 believe, jour 

eated Mr. Ba. 

' interposed the 
a sky-light to he 



And indeed John Trevethick did hesitate for 
one instant ere he replied. He had not even 
looked at the prisoner before, but at that ques- 
tion ho gave an involuntary glance toward Lira, 
and met Richard's answering look. When two 
men are fighting, each with his hands upon the 
throat of the other, not for dear hfe, hot for the 
longed-lbr death of his foa, it is possible that in 
their faces some such inextinguishable lurid fire 
of hatred may be seen burning as then flashed 
from witness-box to dock, from dock to witness- 
box ; bat scarcely under any other circnmslances 
could such a look of deadly malice be exchangai 
between man and man. It passed, however, in 
an instant, like the electric fire, and was gone, 
leaving no trace behind it. 

" I ^at-e a daughter, "replied Trevethick; and 
as he spoke his face, though somewhat pale, bo- 
came as blank and hard and meaningless as a 
wall of stone. 

"This man is about to peijure himself," 
IhoDght the experienced Mr. Balais; and he 
looked ai'onnd him with the air of one who was 
convinced of the fkct. 

"Hie prisoner at the bar wi 
daughter's lover, was he not ?" 
" Kot that I knew of." 
"Not that you know of?" i 
iaia. " Will yon venture to re 
"The witness said knem,' 
judge, demurely, and ordered a 
closed, the draught from which ii 
him, Eveiy body boked at the officer of the 
court who pulled the string and shut the sky- 
light, as though it had been the most ingenious 
contrivance known to man. Not diat it was 
a relief to them to do so, but from that inex- 
plicable motive which prompts us all to obsene 
trivial circumstances with which we have no- 
thing whatever to do, on any occasion of en- 
grossing int^est. Even Itichard regarded this 
little process of ventilation with considei-able eon- 
■ 1, and wondered whether the judge would feel 

self better after it. 

Oh, you didn't know of this attachment be- 
tween the prisoner and your daughter at the time 
it was going on under your roof, but you knew 
of it aftei-ward, did you? You read of it in the 

irs, I suppose, eh?" 

I heard of it, after the robbe 

ored, from my daughter herself." 

"And, upon jour oath, you dii 

rfbre then ?" 

I did not." 

Nor suspect it even, pei'haps?" 

Nor even suspect it. 

Tr, Balais smiled, shrugged his shoulders, 
principles of oratory were Demostbenean ; 

motto WES "Action, action, action." His, 

ids on circuit called him the Balais of action. 

had had some experience of the depravity of 
human nature, siud tjie shrug, but this beat ev- 
ery thing, and would be really amusing but for 
itrocions infamy. Good Heavens I 

Then yon never had any conversation with (he 

oner ivilh reference lo your daughter at aU?" 
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Mr. Biilaia lient down and inierchanged a 
word or two with Mr. Weasel beliind him. 

"Now be Eo good as to give me your best 
attention, Mr. Ti'eTethicfc, for npon my next 
queslion more may depend than joa may be 
awftre of. If you have any regard for yonr own 
interests you will answer it ti'niy; for as snre 

"Is this necessary. Brother Bnlais?" inter- 
rupted the judge, scratching hb forehead with 
his foreiinger, and looking up at the sky-light^ 
' ' ■' "' " not satisfactorily set- 



tled e> 






"My lud, I am instructed that nothing less 
than a conspiracy has been entered into against 
my nntortnnate client," 

The jndge nodded slightly, shivered consider- 
ably, and made a mental note to complain of 
that infernal draught before he should dismiss 
the grand jnry. 

" I jtsk you, Mr. Trei-ethicli," continued the 
counsel, solemnly, " whether or not, in a con- 
versation which you held with the prisoner npon 
a certain day last month, you mentioned two 
thousand pounds as the sum you must needs see 
in his possession before you could listen to any 
proposition of his wilh respect to vour daughter's 
hand ?" 

"J did not." 

"You never spoke of that partieuki' sum lo 
him at all?" 



"Never 



tall." 



s Mr. Balais who looked np at the sky- 
light this time — as though he expected a thun- 
der-bolt. 

" The notes, of which we have heard so much, 
as being hoarded in this ingenious box of yours— 
and that you are a very ingenious man, Mr. Trev- 
elhick, there is no doubt — this liox, I say, was 
kept in a certain cupboard, was it not ?" 

"It was." 

"And now, please to look at the jnry when 
you answer me this question: Where was this 
particukr cnpboard sitnated, Mr. Trevethick f " 

Into the landlord's impasdve &ce there stole 
for the fir^t time a look of disquiet, and his harsh, 
monotonous voice grew tremulous as he replied, 
" The cupboard was in my daughter's bedroom, " 

" That will do, Mr. Trevcthick,/or (Aepr«se»(," 
d Mr. Balus, with emphasis ; " though I 



CHAPTER XXX. 

When Mr. Balais rose again it was to speak 
for the defense, and he addressed the jnry amidst 
an unbroken silence. So rapt, indeed, was the 
attention of his audience that the smack of a 
carter's whip, as he went by in the street below, 
was i-esented by many a frown as an imperti- 
nent Intrusion; and even the quarters of the 
charch clock were listened t^i with impatience, 
lest its iron tongue should drown a single sen- 
tence. This latter intemipl ion did not, however, 
often lake place, for Mr. Balsis was as briuf in 
speech as he was energetic in action, lie began 



by at once aHowing the main fiicls wliich the 
prasecuiion had proved — that the notes had been 
taken from Trevethict's box, and found in the 
prisoner's possession, who had been detected in 
the very act of endeavoring lo change them for 
notes of another banking company. But what 
he maintained was, that this exchange nas not, 
as Mr. Smootlibore had su^ested, efieeted for 
the purpose of realizing the money, hut simply of 
throwing dust in the prosecutor's eyes. He had 
changed the notes only with the intention of re- 
taming bis own money to Trevethick under an- 
other form. Even so young a man, and one so 
thoroughly ignorant of Uie ways of the world and 
of business matters as was his client, must surely 
have been aware, if using the money for Iiimself 
had been his object, that it could lie traced in 
notes of the Mining Company as easily as in 
notes of the Bank of England ; nay, by this very 
proceeding of bis, he had even given tbem a 
double chance of being traced. He (Mr. Balais) 
was not there, of eonrse, to justify the conduct 
of the prisoner at the bar. It was nnjustiflable, 
it was reprcliensible in a vary high degree ; but 
what he did maintain was that, even taking for 
granted all that had been put in evidence, this 
young man's conduct was not criminal ; it ivas 
not that of a thief. He had never had the least 
intention of stealing this money ; his scheme had 
been merely a stratagem to obtain the object of 
his affections for his wife. ThisTrevethldc was 
a hard and grasping man, and it was necessary 
for the young fellow to satisfy him that he was 
possessed of certain property before ho would 
listen to any proposition for his daughter's hand. 
His idea— a wrong and foolish one, indeed, bnt 
then look at his youth and ine:ipeTience — was to 
impose opon this old miser, by showing him his 
own money in another form, and then, when be 
had gained his otgect, U> return it to him. Mr, 
Balais was, for bis own part^ as certain of such 
being the fact as that be was standing in that 
court-house. Let them turn their eyes on the 
unhappy prisoner in the dock, and judge for 
tben^elves whether be looked like the mere 
felon which bis learned friend bad painted him, 
or the romantic, self-deceiving, thoughtless lad, 
such as he (Mr, Balais) fell convinced he was. 
They had all beai'd of the proverb that all things 
were fair in love as in war. When (he jury had 
been voting themselves perhaps some of them 
had acted upon that tbeory; at all events, it was 
not an unnatural idea for young people to act 
upon. Froverbs had aln-ays a certain weight 
and authority of their own. They were not nec- 
essarily Holy Writ (Mr. Balais was not quite 
certain whether the proverb in question was one 
of Solomon's own or not, so be put it in this 
cautiousmanner),butthey smacked of it. This 
Richard Yorke, perhaps, had thought it no great 
harm to win his love by a false representation of 
the state of his Hnances. He could not see his 
way how otherwise to melt the stony heart of 
this old cormudgeon, who had doubtless— not- 
withstanding the evidence they bad beard from 
him ttiat day — encouraged the young man's ad- 
dresses so long as he believed him to be Mr. 
Carew's lawful beir. The whole question, in 
fact, resolved itself into one of motive; and if 
there was not a word of evidence forthcoming 
npon the prisoner's part, ho (Mr. Balais) would 
have left the case in the jury's hands, wilh the 
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confident conviclion Ihat ihey would never im- 
pute to that unhappy boj — who had already suf- 
fered sach tortures of mind and body as were 
more than a eufticient punishmeDt for his of- 
fense—the deliberate and shameful crime of 
which he stood accused. He liad tdst his posi- 
tion in the world aii'eady ; he had lost his sweet- 
heart, for they had all heard that day that she 
was about to be driven into wedlock with his 
rii-al, a man twice his age and hers ; be bad lost 
the protection of his father — his own flesh and 
blood — for since this miserable occorrence he had 
chosen to disown him ; and yet here was the pros- 
ecutor, who had lost nothing (except his own 
self-respect, and the respect of all who had lisi^ 
ened to his audacious testimony that morning), 
pressing for a conviction, for more punishment; 
in a word, for the gratification of a mean revenge. 
If he (Mr. Balais) had nothing more, therefore, 
to nrge in his client's detense, he would have 
been content to leave the jary to deal with this 
case — Englishmen, who detested oppression, and 
loved that justice only which is tempered with 
mercy. But as it so happened, there was no 
need tixaa to leave it ; no necessiiy to appeal to 
mercy at all. He had only to ask them for the 
barest justice. He was happily in a position to 
prove tiiat the prisoner at the bar had no more 
stolen this two thousand pounds than their own 
npright and sagacious foreman. 

A sigh of relief was uttered from a hundred 
gentle breasts. "We are coming to something 
at last," it seemed to say. A hundred fair &ces 
looked at Mr. Baiais — who H-as growing gray 
and wrinkled, and found every new performance 
of his pantomime harder and harder— as though 
thej could have kissed him, nevertheless. "Yes, 
gentlemen of the jury, that money was given lo 
him by tlie prosecutor's daughter with her own 

A murmur of satisfaction ran round the courts 

'ITiere tons a romance— a love-story- in the 
case, then, after all. 

Mr. Balais concluded a most energetic speech 
with a peroration of great brilliancv, in which 
Kichard and Harry were exhibited fike a ti'ans- 
parencyin Ihebright colors of Youth, and Hope, 
and Passion, and finally sat down amidst what 
would have been a burst of applause but for the 
harsh voice of the usher nipping it in the bud 
by proclaiming silence. 

There was no need for his doing that when 
Mr. Baluis jumped up to his feet again, as though 
he were on springs, and called for Harry Treve- 
thick. The judge was taking snulf at the time; 
and such was the stillness that you could hear 
the overplus falling on the paper before I ' 
which he wrote down his notes. There 
minutfi's delay, during which every eye was fixed 
upon the witness-box, and then Harry aj 
She was very pale, and wore a look of 
timidity; but a bright spot came into her cheeks 
as she turned her iiice to the prisoner in the 
dock, and smiled upon him. Fiom that mo- 
ment Richard felt that he was safe. Guarded 
as he was, and still in peril, be forgot bis dan- 
ger, and once more resolved that he woald cleave 
to this tender creature, to whom he was nboi 
to owe bis safety, to his life's end. 

Hariy was simply yet attractively attired in 
pale violet silk dress, with a btraw bonnet trimmed 



ith the same modest color. It was observed, 
with reference to this and to the innocence and 
gentleness of her expression, that she looked like 
dove; and a dove she seemed to Richard, 
bringing him the signal tliat the fiood was abat- 
ing, the deep waters of which had so nearly 
overwhelmed both soul and body. Even the 
judge, as Mr. Weasel had foretold, regarded 
her through his double glasses with critical ap' 
proval ; for a most excellent judge he was— of 
female attractions. 
Mr. BaMs smiled triumphantly at the jury. 
Did I not tell you,"he seemed to say, ''that 
my client is guiltless in this matter? Here is 
Truth herself come to witness in his favor. 
Bless her !" Richard's feverish eyes were fixed 
upon her ; be knew no God, but here was his 
spring in the wilderness, his shadow of the great 
rock in a weaiy land. As tor her, she looked 
only at the judge, expecting— poor little ignora- 
it was he who would question her. 
ire the daughter of John Trevethick, 
of Gethin?" said Mr. Balais. 

This inten'ogatory, simple as it was, made her 
color rise, coming from that unexpected quarter. 
Yes, Sir." 

He keeps an inn, does ho not; the" — here 
Mr. Balais affected to consult his brief, to giro 
J I'ecover herself from her modest con- 
fusion— "the Gethin Cas(?e, 1 believe ?" 
res, Sir." 

The prisoner at the bar has been staying 
there for some months, has he not?" 

She stole another look at Richard ; it spoke 
. plainly as looks could speak, " Oh yes ; tiiat 
now I came to know and loio him." But 
she only mm'morcd, "Yes, Sir." 

"Speak up. Miss Trevethick," said the coun- 
sel, encouragingly; "these twelve gentlemen are 
all very anxious to bear what you have to say." 
The judge nodded and smiled, as though in cor- 
roboration, as well as to add, upon his own ac- 
lunt, that it would give Mm also much pleasure 

"Was the prisoner staying in the inn as an 
ordinary guest, or did he mix with tlie fam- 
ily?" 

" He was in the bar parlor most nights, Sir, 
along with father and me and Solomon." 

as in the bar parlor most nights," re- 
peated Mr. Balais, significantly, for he was anx- 
ious that the jury should catch that answer — 
"'with father and me and Solomon.' And 
who introduced him into the parlor E" 

" Father brought him first. Sir, on the second 
day after he came to Gethin." 

"Father brought hira in, did he? Now, that 
is rather an unusual thing for the landtoi'd of an 
inn to do, is it not ? To introduce a young man 
whom he had known but twenty-four hours 10 
his family circle, and to the societv of his daugh- 
ter, eh?" 

"Please, Sir, I don't know. Sir," 

"No, of course you don't. Miss Trevethick; 
how should you? But I think the jury know. 
You have no idea, then, yourself, why your iii- 
ther intivwlnced tliis young gentleman to yon so 

"Father said he was a friend of Mr. Carew's, 
of Crompton, who is father's landlord." 

"Just so,"sflid Mr, Balais, with another sig- 
nificant glance at the attentive twelve. "Mr, 
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Trevethick Imd alrenily discovered chut this 
youth was of a good sotial position, and likely 
to prove an excellent match. 'Will you walk 
into my parlor ?' said the spider to the fly ; 'I 
have tlie prettiest danghter that ever yon did 
spy."' 
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F h d Sol m m dnvs, 

S and re 1 f g d deal "« her.'' 

J St so T: f h ook ca h away 
most days, did he, in order that you slioold be 
left a good deal togecller?" 

Mr. Smoothbore started to his feet. "My 
lad, I submit," etc. ; meaning that this was a 
mode of interrogating the witness that he could 
not submit to for an instant. 

"Very good," said Mr. Baliiis, smiling. "I 
will aot' put the question in that form, then. The 
Ibnn is of vei'y little consequence. You were 
left bother, however, and the consequence was 
that you two young people fell in love with one 
anotiier, eh?" 

Harry was crimson. "I— he— we ;" and there 
she stuck. 

" I am very sorry to embarrass you, my dear 
young lady, but 1 am neeeseilated to press this 
question. Bid you fall in love nilh one another 

No answer. Harry was thinking of Solomon, 
to whom she was to be married within ten days, 
and hung her head. 

' ' Come, did he fiiU in love with i/ou, then ? 
There was ample apology forf it, I am sure, and 
he ought to have been ashamed of himself 
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judge's double glass 
have been barning-glasse 
frightened. 

"Come, did this y g 
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"Yes, Sir," mnrm 
mider her breath. 

"Did you say_ 'Y 
jndge, dipping his pe 

"I said 'Yes,' my 1 

"There were mor 
dare say," said Mr. Balais, with a wink a 
jurv; "and they »■ 



3 on the other side, 

in on the other cheek, for 

IS perfectly indiiierenl 



j_. , , J ., w.e not all on one side, eh ?" 

" Some of them 
they not? I don't 
X have no doubt h 
to that." 

Again there was a little titter. 

"She is yonr own witness, JBrother Balais,'' 
observed his lordship, "but it seems to me you 
are giving her unuecessaiy pain." 

He had a very tender heart, had the old judge, 
where a young and pretty woman was concerned 
— otherwise he was a Tartar. 

"My lud, it is absolntely necessary to prove 
that my client's passion was reciprocated. Did 



you ever return one. of these many kisses, Miss 
Trevethick?" 

"Yes, Sir." 

"Did you ever meet him alone at night in a 
place, I believe, called the Furies' Bower?" 

"Yes, Sir." 

Yes," repeated Mr. Balais, recapitulating 

these fiicts upon his fingers; "yon were left 

alone with him all day; you met him alone at 

night, away from your fathei-'s roof; you ve- 

led his kisses ; and all this without the slight- 

Buspicion~if we arc to heUeve his evidence 

^being aroused upon the part of j'our parent. 

Now, Miss Trevethick, you were aware that your 

father kept a large sum of money — these two 

thousand pounds— in his strong-box, were you 

"Did yon evi 
bar about it?" 

I think— yes, I did, Sir, on one occasion," 
and here Harry's voice fluttered and faltered. 
No one noticed it, however, except the prisoner ; 
if any neighbor eyes had watched him narrowly 
—but they were all fised upon the witness— they 
would have seen his face whiten, and his brow 
grow damp. Why should she have laid that 
stress upon "on one occasion?" 

" You told him that the two thousand pounds 
were in the box in the cupboard in your bed- 
room?" 

"I did, Sir." 

" The fastening of the box was not an ordina- 
ry lock, I believe. It was what is called a iettei" 
padlock ?" 

"Yes, Sir." 

" Did you ever open it ?" 

"Ho, Sir." 

A great bell seemed to be suddenly set tolling 
in Eichard's brain— it was the knell of all his 

"You had never opened it at that time, eh?" 
continned Mr, Balais, cheerfully. "But you 
learned the secret afterward ?" 

' ' I — yes— I did. " 

" Do you remember the letters that did open 
?" 

"Yes, Sir." 

" What were they ?" 

"B, N,Z." 

' ' Very good. We have heard from the coun- 

l for the prosecution that they weve so ; and 

at Mr. Trevethick kept a memorandum of 
hem on a piece of paper that fitted into his 
atch-case. Did he always carry that watch 
bout with him?" 

"Not always. When he went out to market, 
and was likely to be late, ho sometimes left it at 
home." 

"In his own room, I suppose, where you or 
any body else could get at it i" 

"1 suppose so. Sir," 

"You suppoaet You know he did, do you 
not ? Did you not open the watch-case yourself, 
and BO discover the means of unlocking the box?" 

' ' No, Sir," said Harry, faintly : and once more 
she turned her eyes to Bichard. It was a true 
and tender glance, one wonld have siud, and ac- 
companied by an attempt at a smile of encour- 
agement. But if it had been a glance of a gor- 
gon, it could not have hod a more appalling ef- 
I feet ; it literally seemed to turn him into stone. 
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"Rscollect yourself, Miss Trevethick," snid 
Mr. Bidnis, earnestly; "yon are getting con- 
fused, I fear. Now please to give me your at- 
tention. You say that you kneiv tbat the let- 
ters B, N, Z were those which formed the key 
of the letter padlock, and yet that you did 
not open your father's vrateh-case. How, then, 
did you become possessed of the secret ?" 

No answer. Harry caught her breath con- 
vulavely, and turned deadly pale. She could 
never tell how Mrs. Torke had endeavored to 
Bubom her. 

"Well, well, this is a matter of very little 
consequence — though I see my learned fiiend is 
making a copious note of it, said Mr. Balais, 
gayly. "The main point is what, as joa have 
told IIS, did occur— -that yon found out the secret 
somehow. When you got it, I suppose yon opened 
the box?" 

No answer, save from Mr. Smoothbore, who 
observed, tartly: "You have no right to assume 
that. Sergeant" 

"Let the young woman have a glass of water, " 
suggested the kindly judge. 

■' My lord, my lord ! " cried Hany, with sad- 
den passion, " he is not guilty. Richard did not 
mean to steal the money ; indeed he did not. 
Ho only .wished to get possession of, it that my 
father might believe him to be a man of wealth. 
He did bat — " 

"Endeavor to compose yourself, young wo- 
man, "interposed the judge. "The learned coun- 
sel (vill only ask what is necessary." 

"Take year time. Miss Trevethick, take your 
time," pursued Mr, BaUis, in his blandest tones. 
" 'ITie queatioD is, how the prisoner became poa- 
sKsed of this money. Now, tell us, did you not 
give it him with your own hands ?" 

The ben was still tolling in Richards brain, 
and yet he could hear the bnizing of a fly against 
a windovr of the conrt-honse, and the careless 
whistle of some hid in the street without. It 
was the same tone that the keeper at Crompton 
had been wont to whistle in his leisure moments 
at home ; and his mind reverted with a flash to 
the glades of the stately park, the herds of deer, 
the high-mossed gate, which he had shut in the 
face of tlie hounds when they were cliasing Ca- 
rewscaniage. Was itthebaiig of tlie gate,orhad 
Hany really answered in a firm voice, that resound- 
ed throngh the silent court-honse, "No, Sirf" 

"What I" siud Mr. Balais, raising his voice a 
little. "Do you mean to say, then — and recollect 

It the fate of the prisoner at the bar may de- 



these 



tlu'ough yonr 



by yonr 
means, at all ? 

"No, Sir, no," answered Harry, passionately; 
" I can't say that ; indeed, Sir, 1 can not. Bui 
he is innocent — Richard is innocent — he never 
meant to steal them. O God, help mel" In 
her excitement, and not because she wished to 
do so, she had tnmed about, and once more 
caught sight of the prisoner at the bar. It was 
her turn noiv to shrink appalled and petrified. 
It was not reproach that she saw pictured in that 
well-loved tkoe, but downright hate and loathing. 
" He win never, never forgive me!" cried she, 
with a piteous wail ; and flien scream followed 
scream, and she was home out in haste, and 
doctor sont for. 



the question; and, indeed, Ml'. Smoothbore was 
much too sagacious a man to wish to exercise 
that privilege. The ^lura of the witness for 
the defense had proved the case of the prosocu- 

was Mr. Smoothbore who could now best 
afford to pmise the innocence and candor of the 
unhappy Harry. Was it not evident that that 
tender creature had been tampered with, and al- 

persuaded to peijure herself, for the sake 
of the prisoner at the bar— almost, but, happily 
for the ends of justice, not quite persuaded! 
Her natural love of riglit had conouered the ig- 
noble passion with which she had been inspired 
by this nnacrupnlons man. What words could 
sufficiently paint the baseness of the condnct of 
the accused ! Was it not clear that he had en- 
deavored to escape scot-fVee, at the sacrifice of this 
poor girl's good name? She, forsooth, was to 
proclaim herself thief, to save his worthless self! 

3 not for Mr. Smoothbore — Heaven forbid ! 

exa^erate anch wickedness, but was it pos- 
sible that the phrase, "Young in years, but old 
ice," had ever had a more appropriate appli- 
on than in the present case I For the credit 
of hnman nature, he trusted not. The point 
upon which bis learned friend had mainly i-cHed 
having been thus proi-ed wholly nntenable— the 
fact of Richard's taking the money having been 
incontestabty brought home to him — it only re- 
mained for him (Mr. Smoothbore) to notice what 
had been said with respect to motive. If the 
prisoner at the bar had even had the intention, 
which had been so gratuitously imputed to him, 
eturning this money to the prosecutor, vvhen 
e the object of hia snpposed scheme had been 
effected, he would be no less £uilty of the crime 

was bid to his charge. It was possible, 
indeed, in such a case, that there might be ex- 
tenuating circnmstances, but those would not af- 
fect the verdict of the jury, however they might 
inflnenee his lordship's sentence after that ver- 
dict had been truly given. And this be would 
say, after what had just occurred in that couit — 
after the painfnl scene they had just witnessed — 
the breaking down of that innocent girl in an act 
of self-sacrifice, culpable in itself, but infinitely 
more culpable in him who had incited her to do 
it — for he could not for an instant suppose that 
the prisoner's legal advisers could have suggested 
such a line of defense: taking all this into consid- 
eration, he, Mr. Smoothbore, would confidently 
ask the jury whether the prisoner at the bar was 
to be credited with merely a romantic stratagem, 
or with a crime the heinousness of which was 
only exceeded by the means by which he had 
striven to exculpate himself from it, and to 
evade the ends of justice. 

When sir. Smoothbore had thus concluded a 
lengthened and impassioned harangue, he sat 
down, wiping his hands upon his handkerchief, 
as though implying that he had washed them of 
the prisoner for good and all, and that a very 
dirty job it had been ; while the judge rose and 
]e(t the court, it.being the hoar appointed to his 
system, hy nature, for the reception of lunch. 
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CHAPTER SXXI. 



E!CH*ED rEmaiiicd in the dotl:. The warder 
who had charge of him gave him the option of 
retiring, but he preferred to stay nhere he was 
till all was over. He had at li^t caught sight 
of liis mother, straining her loving ejes toward 
him — with still some hope in them — from a. dis- 
tant corner of the gallerj' ; and he kept his gaze 
fixed Dpon that spot. They had all the world 
against them now, these two, so clever, and yet 
so wholly nnnble to comhat with inexorable £ite. 
Harry's evidence, and especially the manner of 
it, had not needed Mr. Smoothbore's fiery scorn 
to turn all hearts against the accased. To the 
great mass of spectators it seemed as though 
Richard would Iwve made the girl change places 
with himself, and become a vicarious saciifice 
for his worthless self. 

The majesty of tlie law having withdrawn it- 
self, a hum of many voices lilled the court-hous« ; 
a munching of biscuits, a sipping offiasks. The 
silence of suspense no longer reigned. The 
struggle was virtually over, and the victim wne 
only waiting his doom. It was hoped it ivonld 
be a severe one. The spectatnrs were pitiless, 
and had turned ttitar thumbs toward their 
breasts. As to the verdict there was no doubt. 
Those who knew the character of the judge 
opined that this young gentleman would "get it 
hot,"uotwiihsCanding that this was his first of- 
fense. Odds were taken that he would have 
foarteen years. "At all events," said one of 
the smalt officials, in answer to eager inquiries, 
"more than he could do on his head." With 
this enigmatical reply of the oracle its astonished 
qnestionere were compelled to be content. 

"Silence in the court — si-lence." The judge 
had returned, ll was thought by some that it 
was in the prisoner's Civor that the judge bad 
Inncbed They were mistaken, or perhaps a 
fatal economy had provided Afiican sherry. 
Hia chaige was scarcely less dead against the 
prisoner than had been Mr. Smoothbore's closing 
speech As for the motive, upon which such 
stress had been knd by the counsel for the de- 
fense thit might be a plea for a recommenda- 
tion to mercy, if the jury believed it, bat it coald 
not affect the qnestidn of the piisoner's guilt. 
That the stolen property had been found in the 
possession of the accused there was no sort of 
doubt. ^ If the prisoner at the bar had not him- 
self taken it oat of the prosecutor's strong-box, 
who had ? 

Such was the form in which the case was left 
for the jury. 

"It's UP," whispered Mr. "Weasel behind his 
hand to Mr. Eatais. Mr. Batais nodded indif- 
ferently ; the case ivas over so fixr as he was con- 
cerned, and he was not going to employ signif- 
icant action gratuit«uEly. That would have been 
waste of power indeed at his age. The jury did 
not leave the box ; they hud their heads togeth- 
er, liliO a hydra, and "deliberated" for half a 
minute; that is to say, the foreman whispered, 
"We can return but one verdict, I should say, 
gentlemen;" and the eleven answered, "But 

" We find the prisoner guil'Ti jour loidsbip." 

His lordship nodded approval. "In my 

opiuion, gentlemen, yon conld not have done 



otherwise. Hem !" Then thatcomm 

"You could have heard a pin drop,"r 

fieen nscd with respect to that vast as 

That "hem!" was a very fatal sign with Mr. 

Jns^ce Bantam, as the bar well knew. 

"I'll take jon six to five in sovs he gives him 
seven years," whispered one teamed gentleman 
to another, without moving bis lips. 

"It seems to me you are rather fond of a 
good thing," returned the other, scornfully, but 
with a like precaution. 

"HemI" sdd the jndge again. "Is there 
any one in court able to give any information 
concerning the antecedents of the prisoner?" 

" Wb have no witnesses to character, my lud," 
said Mr. Balais, gravely; "we hud hoped it 
would not have been necessary." 

"There is a witness in court, please your lud- 
ehip, a detective of (he A division of metropoli- 
tan police, I believe," obser\'ed Mr. Smoothbore, 
"who knows something of the prisoner." 

"Let him stand np," said (he judge. 

Here was an extra excitement — an additional 
attraction, which had not been advertised in the 
bills— and the public evinced their satisfaction 
accordingly by craning and crowding. Richard 
tamed his heated eyes in the direction of this 
new enemy. He had no hope of seeing a friend. 
The individual in question was nnknown to him. 
He was a tail, quiet^looking man, whose face 
might have been carved out of box-wood, it was 
so hai'd and serious, but for its keen eyes, which 
seemed to meet bis own with a look of recogni- 

"I know the prisoner at the bar; that is to 
say, I have seen him on a pi'Ovious occasion, 
when he passed under the name of Chandos, 
and on other occasions, as I believe, under other 
names. From information received I attended 
a competitive exumination, under the authority 
of government." 

"Do yon mean that yon were employed hy 
the government, or that the examinntion was a 
government one?" intermpted the judge. 

"Yon'lt hear something now,"wluspered Mr. 
Weasel to Mr. Balais, "by Jove!" 

" Both, my lord," explained the witness "It 
had come to the knowledge of the government 
that there had been several cases of persona- 
tion in the competitive examinations recently 
instituted both for the miUtaryand ciiil serv- 
ices. Mot only were young gentlemen, who 
had apparently passed with credit, found grossly 
ignorant of the subjects which they had previ- 
ously been examined upon, but then physical 
appearance was sometimes such aa wonld have 
seemed to hai-e disqualified them : it appeared 
incredible that they should have passed the pre- 
liminary medical esamination. One was hump- 
backed ; another almost blind. It was under- 
stood that some systematized scheme of impos- 
ture, of mispersonation, was at work to produce 
these results, and I was instructed to inquire 
into ic I did so. I came to the conclusion 
that only one person was concerned in the mat- 
tor — ihe prisoner at the bar. I had had my sus- 
picions of him for some time. I had seen him on 
three separate occasions as a candidate at public 

genuine, but (as I have since discovered} it had 
been issued to another person. He succeeded 
in eveiy instance in obtaining the appointmenta 
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in qnestiun fur his employei's, who received them 
in due course, though they have, I believe, since 
been canceled. In the case of Chaiidos, it let- 
ter was written, by the snpposed succe^ful can- 
didate, to the authorities of the government 
branch — the India Board— under which he was 
to serve, so grossly misspelled that the fraud 
was at once suspected. In thia instance the 
guilt was brought home to the prisoner by the 
confession of the young man Chandos himself, 
who paid over to him a conaidei'able enni of 
money for the service in question. But I am 
DOW in a position to prove that on sevcml other 
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offense ; and, in short, if he maj be said to have 
a calling, it is that of personating, at competitiyo 
examinations, young gentlemen of small ability, 
who are thug enabled to secure situations and 
appointments which they could otherwise never 

Mr. Justice Bantam had his prejudices, but 
he had a fair and honest mind. 

"This is a most unlooked-for communication, 
Brother Bahus," said ho, doubtfully; "and it 
is not permitted von to cioss-examine upon a 
point of character. " 

"I am sorry to say, my lud," retnmed Mr. 
Balais, after aliurried conversation with the lit- 
tle attorney, " that my client is not in a position 
to dispute the evidence just adduced, lie pre- 
fers to throw himself upon the mercy of the 
court, on the ground — a very tenable one, I 
think — of his youth and, " he was going to add 
"inexperience," but, under the circumstances, he 
thought it better not — "of his extreme youth, 
my lud; my unhappy client is barely eighteen 
years of age," 

"Very good," said Mr. Jnstice Bantam, look- 
ing as if it could not be worse. "Hem! Pris- 
oner at the bar : after a careful and lair trial, in 
which you have had the benefit of the best legal 
aid, Tou have been found guilty of the charge of 
which you are accused. In that verdict I cord- 
ially concnr. The offense was a very seriotis one ; 
but the endeavor which yon have made to screen 
j-onrsetf, at the expuise of that beautiful and in- 
nocent young gir!, is, in my opinion, Elill more 
heinous and contemptible than the crime itself. 
Having made yourself master of her aifections, 
you used your power to tile utmost to eltect her 
moral and social hml. Yoa would have had 
her peijnre herself, and proclaim herself guilty 
of a crime she did not commit, in order that 
youmight yourself escape justice, Sobody wlio 
heard her evidence — who saw her in yonder box 
— can doubt it. Still, as your counsel has just 
remarked, you are bat a jonth in years, and I 
looked about me in hopes to find soma extenua- 
tmg circumstances in jour past career— some 
record of good — which might have justified me 
in inflicting on you a more lenient sentence than 
your offense had earned. I had no other pur- 
pose in asking whether any thing was known of 
yonr previous career. The reply to that question 
has astonished and shocked me, as it has shocked 
and astonished every yight-thinlting person in this 
court who heard it. We knew to what base ] — 
pose you had used the comtUness and yonth 
good address with which nature bad endowed 
yon; and now we have learned how evilly you 
have misnseii your talents- with what pen'erted 
ingenuity you have striven, at so early an 



to set at naught those precautions by which your 
country has lately endeavored to secure for itself 
"lent public servants." 

That's neat," whispered a learned friend to 
Mr. BalaJs, reverently shutting his eyes, as though 
rapt admiration. 

"Very," retnrned that gentleman. "He's 
bidding for the Lord Chief Justiceship. " 

"In the whole coiirse of my legal experience, 

ng man," continued the judge, "I have nev- 

sen a case which seems to me to call for more 

exemplaiy punishment than yours. The prom- 

"'"" of your future is dark indeed — bad for jour- 

", and bad for that society which, though so 

Htted to adorn and benefit it, you have chosen 

to outrage, I will not, however, reproach you 

further; I will rather express a hope that when 

3'ou return to the world afloryour longprobation 

— and it will be as long as I am able to make It — 

you may be a wiser and bettor, as well as a much 

older man. The sentence of the court is, that 

le kept in penal servitude for tha space of 

twenty years." 



CHAPTER xxxn. 



Not a syllable of the judge's exhortation was 
jt upon the prisoner at the bar. He listened 

it as attentively as one who is waiting for the 
thander listens to the muffled menace that pre- 
cedes it, and the fall of each hif^ drop of rain. 
When the words of doom smole upon his ear a 
solemn hush succeeded them ; and then one 
M, agonized shriek, and a dull full in the 
gallery above. 

"This way," said a warder, sharply; and 
Itichard was seized by the aiTU, and hurried 
through the trap-door, and down the stairs, by 
the way he had come. It seemed to hha like 
' iscendlng into hell itself. 

Twenty years' penal servitude! It was al- 

ost an eternity of torment ! worse than death ! 
and yet not so. lie already beheld himself, at 
the end of his term of punishment, setting about 
the great work which alone was left him to do 
on earth — the accomplishment of hia revenge. 
He had recogniied his mother's voice in that 
agonized wail, and knew that her iron will hod 
given way ; that the weight of this unexpected 
calamity had deprived e^'en her elastic and vig- 
orous mind of consciousness — had crushed out 
of her, perhaps, even life itself. Bettor so, 
thought he, in his bitterness, if it had; there 
would then be not a single human creature left 
to soften, by her attachment, his heart toward 
his fellows^noue to counsel moderation, mercy, 
prndence. 

If the view taken by the judge had even been 
a correct one, as to " motive," Kichard had been 
hardly dealt with, most severely sentenced ; but 
in his own eyes he was an almost innocent man 
— the victim of an in&mous conspiracy, in which 
she who. was his nearest and dearest had treach- 
erously joined. After flattering him with false 
hopes, she had deserted him at the eleventh 
honr, and in a manner even more atrocious than 
the desertion itself. He knew, of course, that 
it was mainly oivlng to her evidence, to whiili 
ho had looked for his preservation, that his ruirj 
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bad b«eu so complete and overwhelming; but 
what ha hated her worst for was for that smile 
she had bestoned upon him as she entered the 
witness-box, and which had bade him hope where 
no bope was. tie could not be mistaken aa to 
that. She had known that she was about to 
doom him by her silence to years of misery, and 
yet she had had the devillEh cmelty to smile 
upon him, as she had often smiled, when they 
had sat, cheek to cheek, together ! Since tbej 
had done so, he could never lift his hand against 
her (he felt that ovon voviy — never strike her, 
slay her, nor even poison her ; but he would 
have revenge upon her for all that. He would 
smite her, as she had smitten him, no matter 
how long ihe blow might be in falling : if her 
affections should be entwined in any human creat- 
ures, against tbem should his ntge be directed ; 
he would make her desolate, as she had ren- 
dered him ; ho would turn their love for her w 
hate, if it were possible, and, if not, he would 
destroy them. As for her father— as for that 
Bl*ne devil Trevethicfc — it ehoked Mm to think 
that nature herself might preserve him from his 
wrath, that the old man might die before his 
hour of expiation conid arrive. But Solomon 
Coe would live to feel his vengeance. His ha- 
tred was at white heat now ; what would it be 
after twenty years of unmerited torture? To 
think that this terrible punishment had befall- 
en him through such contemptible agencies- 
through such dull hrajns and vulgar hands — was 
maddening; and yet he must needs feed upon 
that thought for twenty years, and keep his 
senses loo, that at the end they might work out 
his pnrpose to the uttermost. There was plenty 
of time to plan and scheme and plot before him, 
and henceforth that should be his occupation. 
Revenge should be his latest thought and his 
earliest, and all night long he would dream of 
nothing else. His wrath against judge and jury, 
and the rest of them — though if he could have 
slain them nil with a word he would hare uttered 
it — was slight compared with the vehemence of 
his fuly against those three at Gethin. Rage pos- 
sessed him wholly, and, though without numbing 
faim to the painful sense of his miserable doom, 
rendered bim almost unconscious of what was 
going on about him. 

When he found himself in his cell again he 
had no recoHection of how he had got there; 
and the warder had to repeat his sharp com- 
mand, "Put on these clothes," before he could 
get him to understand that he was to exchange his 
garments for the prison suit that lay before him. 
It was a small matter, but it brought home to 
him tlie reality of his situation more than any 
thing that had yet occurred. With the depriva- 
tion of his clothes he seemed to be deprived of 
his individuality, and, in adopting that shameful 
dress, to become an atom in a congeries of out- 
Teasts. From henceforth he was not even to bear 
a name, but must hecome a number — a unit of 
that great sum of scoundrels which Ihe worid 
was 80 willing to forget. That he was to suffer 
under a system which had authority and right 
for its basis made his case no less intolerable to 
him ; he felt like one suddenly seized and sold 
into slavery. That his' master and tyrant was 
called the l^aw was no ihitigation of his calamity ; 
nay, it was an a^;ravRtion, since he could not 
cut its throat. 
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it would do you not a morsel of 
good ; the law has got you tight, and it's better 

Richard uttered a low moan, more woeful than 
any cry of physical anguish. It tonched his 
jailer, used as he was to the contemplation of 
human miseiy. " Look here, " said he ; "vou 
keep up a good heart, and get as many V G's as 
you can. Then you'll get out on ticket-of-Ieave 
in fifteen years : it ain't as if you were a bfer," 

He meant it for consolation ; but this unvar- 
nished statement of the very best that conld by 
possibility befall poor Richard seemed only to 
deepen his despondency. 

"Why, when yoa've done it," pursued the 
warder, "jonll be quite a young man still- 
younger than I am. There's Balfour, now ; he's 
got some call to be down in the mouth, for he'll 
get it as hot as you, and he's an old nn, yet he's 
cheery enough up yonder" — and he jerked bis 
bead in the direction of the court-house — "you 
may take your 'davey he is. You get V G's." 

"What are those?" said Richard, wearily. 

" Why, the best marks that can be got; and 
remember that every one of 'era goes to shorten 
your time. You must be handier with your 
room, to begin with. You might be reported by 
some officers for the way in which that hammock 
is folded, and then away go your marks at once ; 
and jou must learn to sweep your room out 
cleaner. We couldn't stand that in one of our 
regulars, you know;" and he pointed to soma 
specks of dust upon the shining floor. " As for 
the oakum pickings which will be set you to-mor- 
row, I'll show yon the gi'eat secret of that art. 
Your fingers will suffer a bit at first, no doubt, 
but youll be a clever one at it beifore long. Only 
buckle to, and keep a civil tongue in your heat^ 
joung fellow, and youll do." 

" Thank you," said Richard, mochanically. 

"If youll take my advice, youll set about 
something at once; sweepin', or nolishin', or 
readin' your Bible. Don't brood. But you will 
do as you like for this afternoon, since yon won't 
begin regular business till to-morrow." 

The warder looked keenly round the cell, 
probably to make sure that it afforded no fkcdi- 
ties for suicide ; hut the gas was not jet turned 
on, and if it had been, his prisoner was unaware 
that by blowing it out, and placing the jet in his 
mouth, more than one in a similai' strait to his 
own has found escape from his prison woes fijr- 

"I'll bring yon some supper presently," he 
added ; and wiu a famQiar nod, good-nataredly 
intended for encouragement, be slammed the 
iron door behind him. 

That he should have become an object of pity 
and patronage to a man like this would in il^ 
self have wounded Richard to the quick had he 
not been devoured by far more biting cares, and 
even now it galled him. His twenty years might 
possibly, then, by extremity of good luck, bo cur- 
tailed by five. By diligent execution of menial 
drudgery; by peribtraing to some overlooker's 
satisfaction bis daily toil ; by carefnl obedience 
and subservience to these Jacks in office, them- 
selves but servants, and yet whose malice or ill- 
humor might cause them Jo report him for the 
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most ti'ifling faults, or for none at all, and iliere- 
by destroy even this hope— he mieht be a free 
man in fifteen years ! He would, even then, he 
was t»ld, he at'iU. a yoraig map. Bat that he 
would never be young again Richard was well 
aware. Within these last three weeks— nny, 
within that last hour, he had already lived a life, 
and one that had aged him beyoud the power of 
years. High spirics, pleasnre, bopofalnesa, lore, 
and all the attributes of youth, were dead with- 
in him for evermore. For the future he was 
only to be strong and vigorous in a will that 
could not have its way for fifteen years at ear- 
liest. 

Through the grating of Ms narrow window a 
few raj-s of the setting sun were Btreaming in, 
and feU. upon the bare brown wall behind him. 
What a flood of glory they were pouring on the 
woods of Ctorapton, now in thdr autumn splen- 
dor — on the elitfa at Gethin— on the copse that 
hid the Wishing Well— on the tower where he 
had first clasped Harry in his arms ! He saw 
them all, and the sunset hues upon them becume 
suddenly blood-red. He was once more at 
Gethin, and in ima^nation taking his revenge 
upon old Treveihick, and for the moment he 
was almost hajqij. "Pity on his gray hairs?" 
Ho, not he~thongh the gallows loomed before 
him, though hell yawned (or him, he would slake 
his thirst in the life-blood of that peijured vil- 
lain { and as for her, he would drag her by (he , 
hidr to look upon her father's corpse. Where 
was she? Ah, with Solomon npon the castled 
rock; and see! — he had pushed him from the 
edge, and there he hung exactly as ho himself 
had hnng when Hany had preserved him ! How 
long wonid a man hold on like that, even a 
strong man like Coe, on such a narrow iedse, 
with the Rulls screaming abont him? Not 
twenty years — no, nor fifteen ! 

The clatter of the ti'ap in the door of his cell, 
as it fell in and formed a table, awoke him from 
this gloating dream. " Supper," said the ward- 
er, looking in at him through this orifice, 
"What! you're still brooding, are you? — that's 
bad ;", ttien marched on to the next cell. 

Some gruel and bread stood upon this little 
improvised side-board. If they had been the 
greatest luxuries imaginable, he could not hare 
swallowed a morsel. The sunlight had faded 
away ; his dream of retribntion was over ; he 
«eemed to be touching the ntmost verge of ha- 
man wretchedness. Was it possible to kill him- 
self? His neckerchief had been taken away ; 
but'he had his braces. The gas-pipe was the 
only thing to which he could attach them, and 
it would never bear his weight. He had read 
somewhere of some poor wretch who had suflb- 
Cftted himself by turning his tongne inward. 
Had he determination enough for such a device 
as that ? Plenty. His will was iron ; ho felt 
that ; but it was ^et on something else than sui- 
cide — that afterward, or death or life of any 
kind, ha cared not what ; but in the first place, 
and above all things. Vengeance ' In the mean 
time, there were twenty years in which to think 
upon It ' Twenty years ' 

The bar dined with the judge that night at 
Cross Key, and talked, among other things, 

"A 'unous case that of tbtt voung fellow, 
Yorke, said one. "I wonder wbethei he has 



been playing his game long with these competi- 
tive examinations? That Chandos must be a 
qoeer one, too — son of Lord Filibacon's, is iie 
not?" 

"I dare say," answered another, carelessly. 
"It is only vicariously that the juvenile arisloc- 
racy ever get an appointment in these days, 
having no wits of their own. This conviction 
will be a great blow to them." 

"Very good, Sharpshins! but yon'd better 
not let old Bantam hear you, for he dearly loves 
the Swells. By-the-by, what a pretty girl that 
witness for the defense was, who lui'ned out to 
be for the prosecniion, oh ?" 

"Yes, she upset her lovei-'a coach for him 
nicely. Is it true, I wonder, that the little trai- 
tress is going to marry that dull, heavy fellow 
whom Smoothbore had such work to pump? 
Gad ! if I had been she, I'd have stuck to the 

"Yes; but kissing goes by favor. She mar- 
ries him next week, I hear. Is there any thing 
of interest at Bodmin?" 

"Kolhing of interest to Me, at all events. 
Smoothbore and Balais get all there is between 
them, confottnd them! I say, just pass that 

Not another word about Richard. The judge 
himself had forgotten him except as a case in his 
notes. The jury forgot him in a week. A 
murder of a shipwrecked sailor happened soon 
afterward on tliat coast, and became the talk of 
^e country-side in his place. The world went 
on its way, and never missed him ; the tank 
closed ap where he had used lo march, and left 
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it of the world. 



CHAPTER xxxm. 



What tender-nurtured hoy, newly-arrived at 
school^that Paradise when looked back upon 
from afar, that Inferno of the present^has not 
awakened from sweet dreams of home with a 
heavy heart ? Who has not pictured to himself 
the weaiy months that most elapse before he 
once more regains his freedom and his friends ? 
The burden (one may say) is light, but then the 
back is also weak that bears it. It is a genuine 
woe. Something of this, but tenfold in intensity 
of wretchedness, did Richard feel when he awoke 
for the first time a convicted felon. He had 
dreamed that Carew was dead, and left him heir 
of Crompton ; his mother and he were there, 
and Marry as his wife. The splendor of the 
house, the beauty of the grand domain about it, 
were as vividly presented lo him as when he 
saw them witli his eyes ; and they were all his 
own. The hope of his youth, the desire of his 
manhood, were gratified to the uttermost; yet 
through all ran an undercurrent which mirror- 
ed a portion of the present reality. In the 
marshy pond whei'e he had fonght the Squire by 
moonlight lay two bodies ; it was shallow, as it 
really had been, and be conld see then' faces as 
he peered into the wat«r ; they were Ibose of 
Coe and Trevethick. He kept them there, and 
would Dot hai* the pond dragged ; but would go 
thither and gloat upon lliem for half a summer's 
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i!ay. The mansion was full of gay folks — his 
old town companions invited to vitlt him, and 
behold his greatness (as he hed often ima^ned 
they sbonld be) : Tub Eyll was *iS jester now, 
and Parson Whymper his "chaplain." They 
were all playing pool ae nsiial, and he was just 
about to mate an easy hazard, when somebody 
jogged his elbow. It was the warder of the 

"Come, come — this won't do,"s^dhe, gruff- 
ly. ' ' Ton must jump up when the bell rings, 
or we shall quarrel. Pold up your hammock, 
and clean your room, " 

Even the school-boy does not begin on bis first 
morning to rechon on his chimney almanac, "One 
day gone ; twenty-four hoars nearer to the holi- 
days;" and how should Richard moke that cheer- 
ful note, who had twenty years of prison life be- 
fore him, save one day ! 

He did as he was ordered, wearily, with a 
heart tbst had no hope : it seemed to the warder 
that his air was sullen. 

" If this happens again, yoang fellow, I report 
you ; and then good-by to yonr VG's." 

He did not mean to be brutal; but Eiehard 
could have stabbed him where he stood. Tliere 
were times to come when the temptation to com- 
mit such an act was to be very strong within 
him ; and when no thought of punishment, far 
less of right, restrjiined him, but that of his pro- 
jected vengeance always did. Every rough 
word, every insult, every wrong, was treasured 
iip in bis mind, and added to tho long account 
against those who had doomed him to such a 
fele. It sbould be paid in full one day ; and in 
the mean time the debt was out at compound 

He took his sordid meals, bis cocoa, his bread, 
his grnel, not because he had ever any appetite 
for them, but because without them he should 
lose bis strength. He must husband that for 
the long-expected hour when he might need it; 
when the moment had arrived to strilie the blow 
for which his hand was clenched ten times a day. 
His hale grow eveiy boar, and, like a petrifying 
spring, fell drop by drop ahont liis heart, and 
made it stone. In the mean time, a fiend ir 
torment could alone imagine what he suffered. 
He spoke to no one but his warders and the 
chaplain ; for now he was a convict, there ivas 
no communication with his fellows ; only once a 
day fbt an hour and a half he look his monoto- 
nons exercise in the high-walled prison-yard. 
Tramp, tramp, tramp, each half a dozen paces 
behind the other, with an officer on the watch to 
see that the limit was preserved. 

"Keep your distance, joa there, unless jou 
want to be reported." 

Richard did not want that ; but at limes his 
temper was like a devil nnchaincd, and it got the 
Wter of him, and even of his treasored purpose ; 
be sometimes returned a sharp answer. This 
weakness was almost the only feeling within 
him that reminded him that he was hmnan. " 
was put on bread and water within the first fort- 
night ; then cursed his folly for thus postponing 
the one object of his life, and amended. His 
case was quoted to the visidng justices as an ex- 
emplification of the efScacy of cutting short a 
prisoner's supplies. 

While exercising one day he lecogniied Bal- 
four, who happened to be on the opposite side of 



ever-moving circle : tlie old jail-bird, wilh- 
glancing toward him, threw his open hands 
twice. By this he conveyed to him that his 
I sentence was also twenty years. During 
nine months that Eiehard remained at Cross 
Key, this was all that happened to him which 
could he called an incident. At the end of three 
ks hia mother essayed to visit him, but he 
would not see her. She had been ill, it seemed, 
lince that dieadful day ofthetrial, and was 
only just convalescent ; she had had lodgings in 
'■ ' jwn, within a hundred yards of him, ever 
: it was Eomething, poor soul, to know that 
as iiear him, however inexorably separated, 
■ould please him," she wrote, " to learn that, 
through Mr.Whymper's intercession, Carew had 
continned her pension. She had money enoagh, 
therefore, and to spare, bat intended to go on 
with her badness of lodging-house keeping in a 
quarter of London, and under another name 
(that of Basil), that she might save, and her 
Richard find himself a rich man when he regain- 
ed his liberty. In fifteen years— she had discov- 
ered that his time could be remitted to that ct:.- 
-there would be quite a little fortnue for 
In the mean time, she thought of him 
night and day. " But there was something else 
ihS letter. " She confessed \hat in her age- 
nt his dreadful doom, she had written to his 
asecutor to adjure him to appeal for mercy to 
e crown, and he had refused to do so." 1'his 
ws had driven Richard almost to frenzy. He 
d written her such a letter as the prison au- 
thorities had refused to send, and noiv he would 

ie wrote again ; more moderately, howei-er, 

bid her never mention Trevethiclt's name 
again, nor Coe's, nor Harry's, if she wished him 

think of het as his mother: they were dead 
to him, he Eaid,ybr the present. To be brief, 
Bichnrd never saw his mother after his convic- 
He wished to harden his heart, and not 
TC it melted within him ; and perhaps his 
fory at her having appealed to Trevethick was 
purposely exaggerat^l with this oliject. His 
recollection of " the cage," it must he remember- 
' as also not such as to make the idea of an 
piew attractive ; moreover, that his mother 
should see him in his convict dress, kept within 
iron bars like a wild beast, seemed to him to af- 
ford a triumph to his deadly enenues. 

In the tenth month, Richard, with the other 
convicts, was transferred lo Lingmoor, one of 
the great penal settlements. They were "re- 
moved," for some portion of the distance, in 
vans, like furniture, or, we might rather say, in 
caravans like wild beasts ; but for some miles 
they traveled by railway. They were handcnff- 
ed and chained together two and two, as pointers 
are upon their journeys, except that the connec- 
tion was at the wrist instead of (he neck. Si- 
lence was strictly enjoined, but this one opporlu- 
ni^ of conversing with their fellow-creatures was 
not to be let slip. Richard's other half was a no- 
torious bur^r called Rolfe \ this man bad pass- 
ed a quarter of a century in jail, and was con- 
versant with eveiy plan of trickeiy and evasion of 
orders. His countenance was not at all of that 
bull-dog typewith which his class is blsety thoagh 
generally credited ; he had good featnres, though 
soiviev.'hat hard in their cxpresaon, and very in- 
telUgent gi'ny eyes. It was their vevy inielH- 
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geiice, so shaiT^. fo (liercing, and yet ivhich avoid- 
ed your gQie, tliat showed to those who studied 
such matters what he was. After one ghrnce at 
Richard he never looked at him again, but stared 
straight before him, and talked in muttered tones 
unceasingly, andwithlipsBs motionless as those of 
a lentriloquiat. Ue was doing fourteen years for 
cradling a public-hODSe, and bad cracked a good 
mnnyprivaie ones, concerning the details of which 
enterprises he was very eloqnent. When he had 
concluded his autobiography he began to evince 
some interest in the circumstances of his com- 
panion. Richard, however, did not care lo en- 
lighten him on his own concerns, but confined his 
conversation to the one topic that was common 
between them— jails. Eolfe gave him a synop- 
sis of the annals of Lin^oor, to which he was 
boandnotfor the first time. It was a place that 
had a bad reputation among those who hecame 
perforce its inmates; tobacco, for which else- 
where convenient warders charged a shilling an 
ounce, was there not less than etghleenpence : 
such ataritf was shameful, and almost amounted 
to a prohibition. A pal of bis had hung him- 
self there — it was supposed through deprivation 
of this necessary. It was "a queer case;" for 
ha had "tucked himself up" to the bars of his 
cell by his braces, the buckleE of which had left 
livid marks upon his neck. His Prajer-book had 
been fbnnd open at the Burial of the Dead, and 
it was understood that he had tead that service 
over himself before taking leave of the world. 
He had also written his will with a point of the 
said bi'ace.buckles npon thebrick of his cell. He 
liimsdf (Mr. Bolfe) had been called as a witness 
at the inquest, and had thereby obtained two 
hours' relauition from labor; but upon the whole 
he would rather have been working with his gang 
— the afPiur had quite upset him ; and, since its 
occanence, the inmates of Lingmoor were for- 
bidden to nse braces. 

" Were there any escapes fram Lingmoor by 
any other means?" inquired Richard. 

" Escapes f" Mr. Rolfe's countenance as- 
sumed a more solemn vacuity than ever. It was 
an indiscretion of his young friend to shiipe tlint 
uord with his lips while a warder sat in the 
same carriage. Yes, there had been snch things 
even at IJngmoor. But it was a diiScnlt job, 
even for one used to cracking cribs. The outer 
wall was not to be scaled without a ladder, and 
ladders were even more difficult to procure than 
tobacco. Even if you did get over the outer 
wall, the space around the prison was ve<y bare, 
and the senuies had orders t« shoot yon neemg. 
If you got to Bergen Wood, two miles away, joo 
might be safe so tar, hnt it was a dangerous busi- 
ness. Nobody had ever done it jet without 
" putting somebody out." 

This was a euphemism for mnrder, as Richard 
was by this time " old hand" enough to know. 

"Warders?" inquired he inditferently; for he 
had already learned to value that objectionable 
elasB at a low figure. 

"Hush! Yes; yon must kill 'a dog' or two 
before you say good-by to Lingmoor, unless you 
can put them to sleep." (Bribery.) "There 
was a man once as had to kill his pal to do il. " 

"How conld that help him?" Richard felt 
no interest whatever in these 
ries ; but since they referred 
were entrancing. The convii 



death thinks of nothing but a reprieve; the 
"lifer" or the long-termer, thinks of nothing but 
an escape — and (sometimes) vengeance. 

"Well, it was curious. There was a ' Smash- 
er' " (atlerer of counterfeit coin) " named Mo- 
lony in for life there — a thin-shanked, shambling 
fellow, as Smashers mostly are — mere trash. 
He had got a file, this fool, and dared not use it 
— kept it as close as though it were ' bacca, ' and 
waited for his chance, instead of making his 
chance for himself. Damme, if /had a file!" 

Mr. Rolfe's feelings of iri'ltation were almost 
too much for him ; he tamed np the whites of 
his eyes, so that persons who were unacquainted 
with his views npon religious subjects might 
have supposed him to be engaged in some devo- 

"Next door to this fellow— though it seemed 
a long way off, ftir the cell was in an angle of 
the prison — there was one of the right sort ; 
name of Jeffreys. No prison in England could 
havehold Aimif hehadhadafile. With a rusty 
nail as he had picked up he dug tbroOgh his cell 
wall, and came out one night, all of a sudden, 
upon the Smasher— thought he was out of doors, 
poor beggar, through this cursed angle, joa see, 
andafter all had only changed his room." 

"That must have been the devil," observed 
Richard. 

"It was," said Mr. Rolfe, significantly. 

" 'Why, how on earth did you do it?' asked 
the Smasher. At least I suppose he did, for the 
conversation was not report^, as you shall hcai'. 
'With a mere nail, too. Why, I'ye got a file, 
and yet I never thought of that.' 

" 'Afile!' cried Jeffreys. 'Let'slook. Give 

"But Molony wouldn't give it him. The 
case was this, yoa see. 11 Jeffreys coald have 
filed his irons off, and then the window-bars, he 
coold have made a push for it ; but he cooldn't 
wait for the other ; the night was too far gone 
for that— there was only time for one to free 
himself and get away. The Smasher was will- 
ing enough to make an effort now ; the other's 
piuck had pnt a good heart into him. But since 
he had been there so long, and never moved a 
hand to help hisself, Jeffreys thought he might 
stop a little longer ; it seemed to him dog-in-the- 
manger like to be refused the file—at least that's 
my view of what he thought; though he's been 
hlamed a good deal for what afterward happened." 

" Bat what did happen ?" 

"Well, tiiey got to high words; the t'other 
wouldn't give up the file ; and when Jeffreys 
tried to get hold of it, what did the aggravation 
Smasher do — for you see he was used to bolting 
half-crowns and such like — bat awalhw thejile.'" 

"Why, that must have killed him?" observed 
Yorke. 

"So Jeffreys concluded," retnmed Mr. Rolfe, 
coolly ; ' ' and indeed that was his defense when 
his trial came on. He pleaded that Molony was 
dead already. ' I did not put the file down his 
throat, thoi^h I did deprive him of it afterward. 
I WHS obliged to do it. He made an anatomy 
of him with the nail, in fact, just as the surgeons 
do with their dissecting-kniies, though not so 
neat, in oiiler lo get at the file. An ogly job, I 
call it ; but it was a very pretty case, the lawyers 
said, as lo whether murder had been done or 
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"But (lid this Jeffreys get off?" 

" Upon the trial— yes ; but not from the pris- 
on. He got into the yard alt right, and climbed 
the wall by making ste]^ of the file atid the nail ; 
but, In dropping on the other side, he broke his 
leg, and so they nabbed him. It's ft very hard 
nut to crack, is lingmoor, /can tell you." 

With these and similar incidents of prison- 
life,Mr.EolferegaIedhiscompanion'sears. The 
sound of ihiB man's voice, muffleil as it was, not- 
withstanding the nature of his talk, was pleasant 
to Hichard after so many months of enforced si- 
lence. After long starvation the stomach is 
thankful for even garbage ; and so it is nith the 
mind. Moreover, any thing would have seemed 
better than to sit and think during that hateful 
journey. The railway part of it was by fkr ihe 
worst. To be msde a show of at the various 
stations— every ore carious to see bow convicts 
looked in their full regimentals, chained and 
ironed ; to behold the other passengers who 
were free ; to see the happy meetings of lovers 
tmd friends, of parents and children ; and the 
partings' that were scarcely partings at all com- 
pared with his own length of ei^e fVom all man- 
kind : these were things the bitterness of which 
Itichard felt to the uttermost ; his very blood ran 
gall. His Mend Balftinr was among his fellow- 
travelers, but they did not journey in the same 
van nor railway carriage. Had it been other- 
wise Mchard might have felt some sense of 
companionship ; whereas the contact of this man 
Eolfe seemed lo degrade him to his level, and 
isolate him from humanity itself. At the same 
time, he shrank with sensitiveness from the gaze 
of the gaping crowd. It is so difficult, even with 
the strongest wiU to do so, to become callous and 
hardened to shame except by slow degrees : ev- 
ery finger seemed to point at him in recognition, 
every tongue to be tilling of his disgrace and 
doom i whereas, in simple fact, his own mother 
would scarcely have known him in such a garb, 
and with those iron ornaments abont his limbs ; 
his fine hair cropped to the roots ; his delicate 
features worn and sharpened with spare diet and 
ivant of sleep; above all, with those hazard 
eyes, always watching and waiting for something 
a long way off— almost, indeed, out of sight at 
present, but coming up, as a ship comes spar by 
spar above the horizon, taking shape and dis- 
tinctness as it nears. There were nineteen years 
and three months still, however, belweeti him 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 



This tedious, shameful travel came to an end 
atnightfkll. Their way had lain all day through 
landscapes of great beauty, though about to lose 
the last remnants of their autumn splendor ; but 
when they left the rail, the woods, and glens, and 

land, where winter had already begun to reign, 
A village or two were passed, among whose scanty 
population their appearance creat^ little excite- 
ment : such sights were common in that locali- 
ty. They were on the high-road that leads to 
Lingmoor, and to nowhere alsa. The way seem- 
ed as typicnt of their outcast life-path as a page 
out of the Filjrim's Process. Vanity Fair, 



where they would fain have tarried if they could, 
was left fiir behind them, while to some of them 
the road was doomed to be the veritable Valley 
of the Shadow. They were never to see the 
world, nor partake ofits coarse and brutal pleas- 
ures—the only ones they cared for, or perhaps 
had experienced — any more. How bare, and 
desolate, and wretched was the prospect ! There 
was ml living thing in sight; only the wild moor- 
land streams hurried by, as if themselves desirons 
lo escape from the barren solitude. Not a tree 
was to be seen save Bergen Wood, which Rich- 
ard's companion indicated to him, as thev near- 
ed it, by a movement of ihe eyelid. It had been 
the lomb of many a convict, who had striven for 
freedom, and found death. As they emerged 
from it, Lingmoor prison presented itself, solid, 
immense, and gloomy, as though it were built of 
steel-r" Castle of Giant Despair." Its guarded 
gate was swung back, and all were marched into 
a paved court-yard, where their names were call- 
ed m-er, and their irons removed. Then each 
was stripped and searched, and anotlier uniform 
substituied fiir that they had worn at Cross Key. 
The old hands seemed to take a pride in know- 
ing what was about lo be done beforehand; in 
being recognized by the warders, though their 
greeting was but a contemptuous shrng ; and in 
threading the windings of the slone labyrinths 
with an accustomed step, Richard was ushered 
into a cell the exact counterpart of that he had 
lately inhabited ; and yet ha regarded it with the 
interest which one can not fail lo feel in wliat is 
to he one's home for years. 

Home ! Frightful misnomer for that pkce, 
warm and well-ventilated as it was, and supplied 
with the latest products of civiliiation. The gas 
was burning brightly ; fresh cool water flowed at 
his will ; at his touch a bell rang, and instantly, 
outdde his door, an iron plate sprang out, and 
indicated to the warder in what cell his presence 
was required. "How clean and comfortable!" 
says the introdnced-by-special-order visitor, to 
his obsequious acqutdntance the governor, on ob- 
serving these admirable arrangements, "How 
much better are these scoundrels cared for, " cries 
the unthinking pubhc, "than are onr honest 
poor!" It is not, however, that the convict is 
pampered ; bat for tbis unkindly care be would 
not be able to endure the pnni^mant which jus- 
tice has decreed for him. Science has meted out 
to him each drop of gruel, each ounce of bread, 
each article of dolhing, and each degree of 
warmth. Not one of all the recipients of this 
cruel benevolence but wonid gladly have ex- 
changed places with the shivering tramp or the 
work-house pauper. To cower under the leafless 
branches of Bergen Wood, while the November 
nighl^blasts made them grind and clang, would 
have seemed paradise compared with that snug 
lodging ; nay, the grave itself, with its dim dread 
Hereafter, has been preferred before it. 

Life at Lingmoorwas existence by machinery — 
a monotony that sometimes maddened as well as 
slew. To read of it is to understand nothing of 
this. The bald annals of the place reveal no- 
thing of this terrible secret. 

Richard rose at five at ching of bell, cleaned 
out his cell, and fiildad np his bed more neatly 
than did ever chamber-maid ; at six was break- 
fast-porridge, and forty minutes allowed ibr its 
enjoj-ment; then chapel and parade j then U- 
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bor— mat-making was his trade, at which he be- 
came a great proficient. His fingers defily work- 
ed, while his mind brooded. At twelve was din- 
ner — bread and potatoes, with seventj minntes 
allowed for its digestion ; ihen exorcise iu the 
yard, and mat-making again till six in summer, 
and ftinr in winter ; prayers, sapper, school till 
eight ; when the weary aixj waa done. On Sun- 
day, except two hours of exercise and chapel, 
liicbard was his own master, to brood as much 
as he wonld. There weie also no less than three 
holidays in the year, on which it has been whis- 
pered with horror that the convicts hare pudding. 
There waa, however, no such excess at Ling- 

As for society, there was the chaplain. This 
gentleman coi^d make nothing of Richard, 
though he tried hia best. It was evident to him 
that the young man had something on his mind ; 
if he wouid only confide in liis spiritual adviser, 
be assured him comfort could be administered. 
But no confidence ever took place. It waa s, 
most distressing case ; here was a youth of supe- 
rior posidon, and well educated, as obs^nale and 
stubborn as the most hardened crimiuid in the 
establishmeuL His Bible was never opened. 
One of his warders had expressed liis opinion 
tJiat Ho. 131 was vindiedve, bat he (the chap- 
lain) was bound to say he had observed nothing 
of that. The remarks in his note-hook respecting 
421 were these: "Kiehard Yorke — aged twenty, 
looks ten years older ; reserved and cynical ; a 
hopeless infidel, bat lespectTul, uncomplaiaiug, 
Bud well-mannered." 

Kiehard had been reported more than once for 
" inaCtenlion Co orders, " and had lost some of his 
good marks accordinglv. The cause of this was 
one over which he could now be scarcely said to 
have control. He had become so absent and dis- 
trait that he sometimes hardly knew what was 
going on about him. The perpetual brooding in 
which he indulged bad, in fad, already postponed 
the aecompLshment of the very object which en- 
thralled his thoughts. The eiftct of this was se- 
rious ; and he had good reason for the apprehen- 
sion which seized hun, that his wits might leave 
liim betbre that day of hberty arrived, which was 
still so many years distant. On account of his 
previous calling, which was described in the pris- 
on books as landscape-painter, he hod been put 
to a, handicraft trade; bat he now applied for 
bsmiw-work, and the surgeon seconded his ap- 
plica^on. This change ofoccupation, which was 
destined in some respects to be beneficial, proved 
Bt the outset most unfortunate. The outdoor toil 
was mostly spade and barrow labor on the moor, 
on which the convicts worked in gangs— eacli 
gang under supervision of two waiders, armed 
ivith sword and musket. The first face that 
Bichard's eyes lit on, when he found himself in 
the open, with the free air of heaven blowing on 
him, and already, as it seemed, bearing the seeds 
of health and hope, was that of Eobert Ballbur. 
In his joyous excitement he sprang forward and 
held out his hand ; the other hesitated — for the 
old cracksman was prudence itself — then, as if 
with on incontroliaue impulse, grasped the of- 
fered fingers, with an "I am right glad to see 
you, lad. " The next instant they were both in 
custody, and marched back to the prison, chained 
with the high crime and misdemeanor of con- 
Tersalion. wliich at Lingmoor whs called "col- 



loguing," " conspiracy, " and other terrible terms. 
Brought before the atithorities upon this serious 
charge, Richard at once confessed hunself alone 
to blame ; the fresh air had, in a manner, intox.; 
icated him, after hia loiig confinement within 
stone walls ; and the sight of liis old acquaint- 
ance had caused him to foi^t the rules. On the 
oiFensB-list being esamined, it was found, how- 
ever, that No. 431 was a good deal in the habit 
of forgettmg. His cell-warder gave him hut an 
indiflerent character ; and lUchard, in a fnry, 
committed the fatal indiscretion of rebutting this 
latter accnsation by a connterchajge of tyranny 
and ill-usage. The next instant he could have 
bitten his tongue oat — but it was too late ; he felt 
that he had made on enemy of this body-servant, 
who was also bis master, for the remainder of 
his term. An " old hand," unless he is a profes- 
sional garroier (in which case he is genenuly too 
much respected to he ill-used), is always careful 
tokeep on good terms with his attendant; other- 
wise — since awarder's word, if it he not law, is at 
all events worth that of ten prisoners — there may 
be no end to your troubles. This is not because 
warders are not as a class a most respectable 
body of men, but simply because you can't get all 
the virtues for a guinea a week. A strict a^ 
imparljal sense of justice is especially a rare and 
dear article — even governors have sometimes 
been deficient in it. Most men have their pr^u- 
dices, as women hai-e their spites ; and a prdu- 
dice against a fellow-creature is a thing that 
grows. Richard's warder was no tyrant — only a 
'len, ignorant fellow, in a &lse position ; he had 
almost absolute power over his fellow-creat- 
is, and like many — perhaps like most who 
have ever possessed such a thing— it was too 
much for him. 

" I am a tyrant, am I f " said he, significantly, 
ho marched Richard back to his cell after son- 
□ce was decreed. "Very well; we'll see. 
Richard got bread and water for three days 
rtain, and, what was far worse, another ' ' mon- 
rous cantle" might be cut out of that period of 
mission which began to be all the dearer in hia 
eyes the more probleroatical it grow, Garrot- 
is we have said, were respected at Ling- 
; they are so ready with their great ape- 
like hands, and so dull-brained with respect to 
conseynenccs ; yet Bichard's warder, when he 
brought his bread and water, with a grin, that 
night, was probably as near U> death by stran- 
gling as he had ever been during his professional 
experience. It was not that he was on his own 
imt the object of his prisoner's wrath, hut 
by his conduct he had, as it were, supple- 
mented the inexpiable wrong originally commit- 
ted, and earned for himself a portion of the un- 
dying hate which was due elsewhere. "I may 
hill this brute some day, " thought Eichard, rue- 
fully, " in spite of myself." And he resolved on 
the first opportnnity to communicate a certain 
::ret which was on his mind to a friendly ear; 
that that at least should be ntjliaed to the dis- 
advantage of his foes, in case incontrollable pas- 
sion should one day compel him ta sacrifice a 
leaser victim, and make his greUt revenge to filiL 
. had not once entered into his mind that he 
inldyorejo his purpose, hut only that circum- 
ances might render it impossible. 
The occasion for which he looked was not long 
coming. His days of punishment concluded, 
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he was once more marcliej oat upon the moor, 
and again found himself in Balfour's company. 
Not a sign pasBed between them this time, but as 
they delved they talked. "I fear you have bean 
suflfering for my sake," said Richard, 

"It is no matter. My shoulders are broad 
enough for two," returned the other, kindly. "I 
am right glad to see your fiice again, though it is 
so changed. You have been ill, have you cot, 
ladf 

"I don't know. Something is wrong with me, 
And I may be worse — that is why I want to speak 
toyon. Listen!" 

' ' All right. Don't look this way, and sink your 
Toiceif either of these dogs comes to leeward," 
"If you get away from this place, and/don't — ■" 
" Now, none of that, lad," interrupted the old 
nsan, earnestly. " That's the worst thing yon can 
get into jour head at Lingmoor, if you ever want 
to leave it. Never say die, nor even think it, I 
am three limes yoor age, and jet I mean to get 
out again and enjoy myself. It is but fifteen 
years now, withont counting remission — though 
I've got into disgrace with my cursed watch-dog, 
and sha'n't get much of that — and you must keep 
a good heart." 

"I shall keep a firm one," answered Richard, 
" never fear. I wish lo guard against contingen- 
des, that's nil. If I die—" 

"Damned if you shall," said Balfour, sturdily, 
quite innocent of any plagiarism from Uncle 
Toby, 

' ' Very good, " continued Richard, coolly. ' ' If 
you get out of this before me, let ub merely say, 
I have something to tell you which may be of 
service t« yon. There's a man in Breakneck- 
shire called Carew of Crompton — " 

" I know him : ihe gentleman bom as put on 
the gloves with Bendigo at Birmingham ?' 

" Very likely ; at all events, every body knows 
him in the Midlands. He will go to the dogs 
some day, and his estate will be sold. You havi 
saved money, yon tell me ; if the chance occurs 
you can't invest it better than in the lot cBlle< 
Wheal Danes, a mine in Cornwall." 

"Ibelieve you every word,"said Balfour; "but 
a mine would be rather over my figure, wouldn'' 
it? I have only got dght hundred pounds." 

"That would be plenty. It's a disused mine 
and supposed to be worked out. There's only oni 
man in England that knows it is not so, excep 
myself. He will come or send to the auction, es- 
" pecting to get it cheap ; but do yon bid two hun- 
dred pounds beforehand, and get it by private con- 
tract. Say you want the place — it s close to the 
sea— for building purposes ; they'll langh at you, 
and jump at your offer. The fee-simple is not 
supposed to be worth five shillings an acre. It 
will turn out a gold mine to whoever gels it," 

"Wheal Danes," repeated Balfour, earefullv. 
"Ill remember that; and what is more, lad, 111 
not forget the man as told me of it. It's not the 
profit £at I am speaking on ; that will ba yonrs, 
I hope, as it should be in all reason, and not 
mine ; but it's the confidence." The old man's 
voice grew husky with emotion. "Damme, I 
liked you from Uie first, as was natural 
but there was no reason why you should take a 
lancy to an old thief like me more than a 
other among this pretty lot here. The first 
speaks of secrets is of course the one as runs tne 
ri^, bot I will do what I can to show myself 



honorable on my side. You have trusted m;, 
andni trust you." 

Have yon any plan to get away from this ?" 
whispered Richara, eagerly.' ' ' All that I have 
shall be yours ! Iswearit" 

"Nay, lad; your word's enoagh," returned 
the other, reproachfully. "And I don't covet 
nothing of yours; indeed I don't." 

"I was a bmte to talk so to you, Balfour," 
answered Richard, penitently. " But you don't 
know how I crave for freedom; it makes me 
ad it> think of it." 

"Ay, ay; I know," sighed the old fellow. 
It used to be so with me once ; but now it 
only comes on me when my term is nearly up. 
One gets patient as one gets old, you'l! find. 
Ko; I've no plan just now; though, if I ever 
have, I promise you yon shall be the man to 
know it. It's another matter altogether that I 
ant to tell you about. You've given me an 
Ireas to remember : let me give you another 
exchange for it — No. 91 Earl Street East, 
Spitalfields. That's where mother lives, if the 
poor soul is alive to whom yon wrote for me from 
Cross Key. She'll be dead, however, long be- 
fore you or I get out of this, that's certun, or I 
should not be telling you what I do ; for one's 
mother is the best mend of all friends, and 
should come first and foremost. Well, the 
money will do her no good ; and if any thii^ 
happehs to me, I hare neither chick nor child lo 
inherit it. I am speaking of this e^ht hundred 
pound, lad. If I get into the world, I shall want 
it Ibr myself, for I doubt my liml^ will be too 
stilF for work by that time ; bnt if not, then you 
shall have it — every shilling. I am digging my 
own grave, as it might be, with this spade, and 
making my will, do you "" " ' ■ ' " 
low, smiling. 

"I thank you for your kind 
turned Riehajd, absently; "it's very good of 
you, I'm sure, " His hopes of some scheme of 
present release had been excited by the old man's 
manner, and this faint and far-otT prospect of n 
legateeship seemed but of Httle worth. 

"I may not have another chance to tell you 
about it, resumed Balfotir. "It ia five years 
now since you and I spoke together last, and it 
may be another five years before such good luek 
happens again ; so d(m't foi^t 91 Earl Street 
East. It's under the middle stone of the back 
kitchen, all in golden qnids. Yon needn't mind 
it being 'swag;' and as for those whose own it 
is by lights, I conld not tell yon who the half of 
it belonged to, if I would. It's the savings of 
an indnslrions life, lad," added Mr. Balfour, pa- 
thetically ; " and I should be sorry to think, if 
any thing happened to me, that it should lie 
there useless, or bo found accidental like, and 
perhaps fall into the hands of the bluebottles. 
Your memory's good, my lad, I dare say, and 
yon won't forget the number nor the street." 

"My memory is very good, friend," returned 
Richard, slowly; " and I have only two or thtea 
things else to keep in it. And vou, on your 
part, you will not forgot the mine?'' 

"Nay, nay; I've got it safe; Wheal Danes, 
Wheal Danes." 

"Silence, down there!" roared the warder; 
' and nothing but the squeak of the harrow-wheel 
j and the clean slice of the spade was heard in all 
I that throng of involuntary toilers. 



X ?" said the old fel- 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 



It is ninoteeii yetu's since Richard Torke stood 
in the dock at Cross Key and heard the words of 
doom. Almost a whole generation of his fellow- 
ci'eatures has passed a.way from the earth. Old 
men hpve died, young men fiavo become old, 
and babes have grown to he youi^ men. There 
are but some half dozen persons in the world 
who, if reminded of him by some circomstance, 
can recollect him dimlj. There nre two who 
still keep him in their Noughts continually, just 
as he was— like a picture which bears no longer 
any resemblance to its ori^nal — and eren these 
never breathe his name. 

Here is a joung fellow walking with his mother 
along Oxford Street who is not unlike him, who 
might he himself but for those nineteen yeara ; 
and the girl that walks upon the other side of 
hira might also be Harry Trevetbick. Youth 
and beauty are not dead because Richard Yorlte 
is dead, or as good as dead. The name of this 
girl is Agnes Aird, a painter's daughter, who is 
also a, teacher of his art. The lad is ber father's 
pupil, and has learned beuealh his roof a lesson 
not included in the artistic course ; joa -maj 
know that by the way in which his eyes devour 
the girl, the intonation of his voice when he ad- 
dresses her, the silent pressure of the arm on 
which her fingers rest. Charles Coe is in love 
with Agnes, and in all his studies of persi>ective 
beholds her, a radiant figure beckoning him on 
to a bappj future. His pencil strays from its 
object to portray her features — to inscribe her 
name beside his own. Mr. Coe, his fiither, ex- 
ceedingly disapproves of this projected alliance, 
:i»d has forbidden the young people ta associate. 
This ukase, however, can scarcekbe obeyed while 
the whole party are inmates of Mr. Aird's resi- 
dence, who " lets off" the upper part of his house 
as fnmished apartments, which the Coes have 
now inhabited as lodgers for soma weeks. Sol- 
omon (now a very well-to-do personage, and a 
great authoriCj on metalliferous soils) has come 
to town on business, and left to his wife the 
choice of a residence ; and she, to please her 
son, had chosen the aitist's dwelling, upon whose 
door-plate was inscribed tJie fact that he was a 
professor of drawing. Solomon was not dis- 
pleased Chat bis son's Castes lay in that direc- 
tiCin; it might be usefnl to himself hereafter in 
the matter of plans and sections ; but he is vio- 
lently opposed to thb ridiculous love affair, which 
is to be stamped out at once. To that end he has 
instrncCed Mrs. Coe to look for lodgings in a dis- 
tant quarter, and it is on that eri-and that we now 
behold her. It is characteristic of the Harry 
whom we once knew that she permits these 
young people to accompany her — and one an- 
other — on the veiy quest that has tbdr final sep- 
araCion for its objecC She can not resist mak- 
ing them happ^ while she can ; and she can re- 
fuse her Cbarlsy nothing. Moreover, Solomon 
is in the City, looking after his mining interests, 
and need never know. 

In appearance, however, Harry Tvevethick is 
greatly changed. She is but seven-and-thirty, 
yet has already passed into the shade of middle 
life. Her hair, though still in profusion, is tinged 
withgray; herfeatures are worn and sharp; her 
brow is wrinkled ; and in her once trostful eyes 



dwells a certain eager care, not mere distress or 
trouble, bat an anxiety which is almost i"ear. 

The three are now in one of the streets which 
unite Cavendish Square with Oxford Street, as 
a busy babbling rill connects the unruffled lake 
with the roaring river. It is composed both of 
shops and private houses, the latter of which in 
some cases deign, notwithstanding their genCeel 
appearance, to accommodate visitors bj the week 
or month. 

"This is the sort oflocalily your father wished 
for, Charley," remarked Mrs. Coe, looting ahouC 
bof ; "it seems central, and yet tolerably quiet. 
Let ns try this house." 

The name of "Basil, " without prefix, was on- 
graved upon the door-plate ; and in a comer of 
the dining-room window lurked an enameled 
card with "Apartments" on it. 

"There is no need to drag Agues and you in," 
Mis. Coe went on, as they stood waiting for the 
bell to he answered. So Charles, well pleased, 
was left outside with the yoang ^rl, while his 
mother " went over (he house." In a few min- 
utes, however, she reappeared, and in a somc' 
what hurried and excited tone observed, "1 think 
this place will do, my dears ; bnC there is a good 
deal to Calk about and settle, which will take me 
some time. Therefore I think you had better 
go home together, and leave me." Then, with- 
out waiting tor a reply, she retired within and 
closed the door. 

"How very curious !"exdaimed Agnes, won- 

" Oh, not at all," said the young man, cheer- 
fully; "my mother likes to do tffings for her- 
self and I dare say has not a very high opinion 
of our judgment in domestic matters. You don't 
eeem over-pleased, it seems to me, Agnes, at the 
notion of a tete-h-tHe with yonr humble serv- 
ant ;" and Mr. Charles pouted, half in fun and 
half with annoyance. 

"No, no; it is not that, Charles," answered 
the girl, hastily. " You know I have no pleas- 
ure equal to that of being with you ; but I don't 
like your mother's looks ; she had such a strange 
air, and spoke so diflerently from her usual way. 
I really scarcely like to leave her." 

"My dear Agnes, you don't know my mother," 
returned Charles, laughing. " One would some- 
times think she had all the care of the world 
upon her shoulders when every thing is going as 
smooth as oil. You don't appreciate the grave 
responsibility of taking furnished lodgings fbr a 
week certain. Come along, you little goose." 
And, drawing her still hesitating arm within his 
own, he marched away with ber. 

Yet Agnes had reason for what she said ; and 
Charles, somewhat selfish as he was, would have 
foregone his fiirCation and remained by his mo- 
ther's side had he seen har the moment after the 
house door had shut her in. 

With a throbbing heart, and a face as white as 
the handkerchief she passed over her damp brow, 
she leaned against the wall of the pass^e, ere, 
with trembling steps, she approached the open 
parlor door. An aged woman stood in the cen- 
tre of the room, with hair as white as snow, but 
with a figure straight as a poplar, and drawn up 
rigidly to its full height. 

"Why do you come back again?" cried she, 
in accents soft as milk, yet bitter as gall "Why 
do you cross my threshold, yon felse witch, when 
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tJiere is nothing mare to blight and blast ? Did 
jou think 1 shouhi not know you, that jou dared 
to come ? I should know you among all the fair- 
faced fiends in hell," 

"Mercy, mercy, Mrs. Torke !" cried Ilarry, 
feebly ; and she fbll npon her inees, and made 
as though she would have clasped the other's 
garments with her stretched-out arms. 

"Don't tonch me, lest I strike you," answered 
the old woman, fiercely, "aa, nineteen years ago, 
I ivould have struck yon on your crnel lips, and 
spoiled iho beauty that was the roin of my boy ! 
May goa have sons la perish through ialse wan- 
tons, and lo pine in pnsou t May sou he deso- 
late, and without heart or hope, as I am ! Go, 
devjl, go, and rid me of tour hateful prosenca 1 " 

"Hear me, hear me, Mrs. Yorke !" pleaded the 
other, with clasped hands. "Strike me, spit upon 
me, if you will, but only hear me t Abject as I 
look, wretched as I feel — as I knew I must needs 
look and teel — I have longed for this hour to 
come, as my boy longs for his bridal morning t" 

"May he wake the next to find his bride a 
corpse; or,betterstJll, loflndherfalse.likeyou." 

" I am not false ; Ineverwas; Heaven knows 
it 1" cried Harry, passionately. " I do not blame 
you for jour bitter words. I have earned your 
curses, mough I meant to earn your blessing." 

" My blessing !" Contempt and hatred strug- 
gled for the mastery in her tone. "Bichard, 
Kiehard! in your cfawnB and toil, do you hear 
this? This woman meant to earn my Messing!" 

"Upon my sonl — whose salvation I would have 
imperiled to save him — I did my best, althoagh 
it seemed my worst," ci'icd Harry. "That I was 
weak and credulous and fearful is most true ; 
but indeed, indeed, I was iaithful to your son. 
My &ther — he is dead, madam, and past your 
judgment" (for the fury in the other's eyes had 
blazed up afresh at the mention of him) — -"de- 
ceived me with false hopes ; for fear alone — 
though I was timid too — would never have caused 
me to break the promise I had passed to you. 
He said, if I disgraced myself and him by the 
peiju^ I contemplated, that he would thrust me 
from his door forever ; that in the lips of all the 
world my mime would become another word for 
libame and infamy ; that even the man I loved 
ivDuld loathe me when I had thns served his tnm. 
I answered him, ' No matter, so I save my Rich- 
ard.' Then he saii, ' But yon will not save him ; 
you will ruin him, rather, by this very evidence 
you purpose to pve. We have proof enough of 
this Yorke's gu^t, no matter what yon swear ; 
and we have proof, besides, of his having commit- 
ted other offenses, if we choose to adduce It. All 
you will eflect is to make yourself shameful.' 
Then I hesitated, not knowing what to think. 
' The ca'ie is this,' argued my father ; 'I have no 
grudge against this young scoundrel, since the 
money has been all recovered, and I don't want 
revenge — else, as I say, I can easily get it. But 
ril have him langht a lesson ; he most be pun- 
ished for the wrong he has done, bnt not severely. 
Before ihe judge passes sentence, I, the prosecu- 
tor, will beg him off: such an appeal is always list- 
ened to, you know, and I will make it. But if 
yon dare to speak for him, as I hear yon mean to 
do — ^if you, my daughter, call yourself thief and 
trollop to save his skin, then shall he rot in jail ! 
He shall, by Heaven ! His fate hangs on nij lips. 



" Can this be true?" mused the old woman. 

"It is true, so help ma Heaven!" cried Har- 
ry. "I was a fool, a poor, weak, shuddering 
fool, but not a traitress. If you were in coart, 
and saw me look at him — the smile I gave by 
which I meant lo assure him all was w^l, how- 
ever ill it seemed — You did see it ; I see you 
did. Yon do believe me. Ob, thank Heaven — 
thank Heaven!" 

She began to sob and cry, and caught hold of 
the old woman's hand and kissed it, while the 
other stood silent, still in doubt. 

"Oh, madam, pity me. That you have suf- 
fered torments for hDng years is plain to see, and 
yet you have not, though he was your son, been 
tortired as I have. Yon could not have freed 
him by a word a; I could ; and oh, I did not nt- 
ter it ! I seemed to be his judge, his jailer, the 
eanse of all his woes, to the man I loved — and 
loved beyond all others I I hated my own Jathor 
for his sake, I" — she shuddered— "I was mar- 
ried to Richard's rivaL You at least have been 
alone, not companioned night and day by one 
who helped to doom him. Yonr case is hard 
and bitter— but mine ! not our own Richard, in 
his chains and toil, has suffered what /have suf- 
fered! Look at me, madam, and tell me if I 
speak truth or he." 

"Yes, yes," mused Mrs. Yorke, in lender 
tones, and passing her fingers over the other's 
silvering hair and haggard £ice ; "I do — I must 
beUeve it. I should not have known you to-day 
had you not called me by my name. You must 
have mourned for him indeed. Is this the cheek 
he loved to kiss ? Is this the hair a lock of which 
I took to comfort him in prison ? Poor soul— 

"How is he, madam?" whispered Harry, 
hoarsely. "Ishewell? Ishefree?" 

" Not yet, Harry. In a year hence he will h& 
I had a letter only yesterday. But you must 
never see him ; and if jou really love him — I 
speak it for his sake, not thrars — you must never 
let him set eyes on your husband or your boy." 

" I do not wish to see him ; it would bo too 
terrible to bear," groaned Hariy. 

"But ho must not see Mem,' insisted the oth- 
er, gravely. ' ' Yon must put tlie sea between 
yourseli'es and him, or-there will be murder done. 
His wrath is terrible, and will be the destruction 
of both them and him. The hope of vengeance 
is the food he lives upon, and without which he 
would have perished years ago. Even if you per- 
snaded him, as you have convinced me, that yon 
yourself are innocent of his ruin, that would only 
make him firmer in his purpose against your hus- 
band. He will have his life-blood, and then his 
own will pay for it. If I had not seen yon, I 
mennt'to see this man, and give him warning six 
months before Kiehard left the prison," 

"Solomon would never heed it," exclaimed 
Harry, "nor even believe it if I told him," 

"He will believe me," said the other, com- 
posedly, "You must bring him here that I nmj 
tell him. Your Solomon must be a fool indeed 
not to hearken when a mother warns him against 
her own son. Mind, I do not blame my IHch- 
ard, woman !" continued Mrs. Yorke, with Bud- 
den passion ; " he has had provocation enongh ; 
it is bnt right to HU snch vermin, and I could 
stand by and smile lo see him du it. Bnt they 
must bo kept apart, I say— this man and Kiehard 
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—lest a worse thing befall him tlian has happen- 
ed already." 

"Never to see him more!" moaned Harrj, 
covering her &ce with her hands; "never to 
tell him I was not the wretoU I seemed I only to 
fear him as an enemy to me and mine — " 

"Ay, and to himself," interrupted the other, 
gravely. " If yon would not inflict tar more on 
him than you have done already ; if you would 
not— as you niU, if you neglect my warning— 
desiguedly bring hiro to a shameful death, as yon 
have involuntarily doomed him to a shameful 
life, keep these two men apart. If yon love this 
son of yours, remove him from the reath of 

" Great Heaven 1" cried Harry, shuddering, 
" would he harm my boy — my innocent hoy ?" 

" Ay, as he wonld set his heel upon his father 
—the viper and his brood. It is no idle menace 
he has breathed so cautiously that the whisper 
migjit well escape even another ear than mine, in 
every letter fbr these many years. He thirsts for 
iherty, not for his own sake, but for the slow-rip- 
ening vengeance it shall bear. He will have it, 
unless we save him from himself by saving them 
iTora him, as sure as yonder inky cloud will fall 
in storm. The thought of it was full grown in 
his mind when he wrote from Cross Key ; ' T/ieg 
are dead to me, those thee, at present,' and for- 
bade me ever to mention them by name ; and 
since then he has thought of nothing else. The 
day of retribution is about to dawn. I say again, 
beware of him." 

" But he mast be mad lo cherish — " 

"Perhaps he is," interrupted the old woman, 
ooMly; "ne will not be less dangerous on that 
account to those who made him mad." 

There was a long silence. Then Harry, in sub- 
missive tones, inquired what Mrs. Yovke would 
have her do. 

"Bring your husband hither," returned she. 
"Take the rooms up stairs, and leave the task of 
telling him bis peril to me • the sooner it is done 
ihe better There is but a Tear at most^not 
much too long to sell his goods, and get him 
away across the world, erasing eiery footstep 
behind him If he leave one — no matter how 
slight the clew— Kichard will track him hke a 
blood hound 

cried Harry, eagerly 

" Good. My name is Basil now, remember ; 
not that it is likely," she added, bitterly, " that 

£on will call me Yorke from habit ; it is not a 
ousehold word with yoa, I reckon." 
"It is never breathed, " said Hanr, simply; 
"but, oh, madam, I think of him, inileed I do I 
He was my first k)ve, and my last ; and though 
he should kill me for the crime, of which I have 
shown myself guildess, I shotdd pray God bless 
him with my latest breath. Yet he must curse 
me forever! He must never know but that I was 
the willing agent of his ruin!" 

" "T^ true, I dare not mention your name, 
Harry," said Mrs. Yorke, sadly; "and, if I told 
him, all the knowledge of the deception practiced 
on you wonld only make him the more hitler 
against your husbwid — the man who, by co 
(ince in your father's cruel falsehood, obt^ned 
you fbr his wife, while his rival pined in prison. 
I do not blame you for your marriaEC — I know 
the force of steru necossitj' too well, iiut do 



imagine that Kichard could fot^ve you : he 

I know it, I know it," sighed Harry, shud- 
dering; "and yet he wonld pity me if he did 
' ■ know what my life has been — almost as 

h as I have pitied him. But yon, madam, 

at least have forgiven me ; you believe me ; 
you will not refuse to bless me, as bis mjther, 
■ "re I go." 

,1 believe yon, and therefore I forgive yon," 
answered Mrs. Yorke, with tenderness; "and if 
I believed in blessings, and had the power of be- 
stowing them, yon should have your wish. From 
henceforth we two are iriends— though I never 
thougbt (o kiss your cheek again, Harry — and 
must work together for the good of him we love 
in common. You will be here to-moiTow for 

" Without fail we shall." 



CHAPTER xxxvr. 



Mrs. Coe was as good as her word, and her 
hnsbtmd and son were Mrs. Basil's lodgers within 
four-and-twenty horn's. Solomon Coe was not 
very particular as to fnrnished qparlments, and 
left such arrangements wholly to his wife. On 
the other hand, ho confided to her but litllo re- 
specting his affairs, nor was she, on her part, cu- 
rious lo inquire into them. Man and wife had 
few things in common, and affection was not one 
of them. Solomon had married Harry with the 
fidl consciousness that another was preferred be- 
fore bim ; Ihe disclosures at the trial, and the 
subsequent gossip of bis neighbors, had placed 
that tact beyond a doubt. But he was not to be 
balked of the bride that had been promised him 
so long; nor, above all, should his rival enjoy 
even the banen victory of Hariy's remaining nn- 
weddod for his sake. There are marriages bom 
of pique and spite on man's part as well as wo- 
man's ; and Solomon's was one of them, although 
he reaped, of course, material advantages besides. 
Trevethick bad survived more than ten years, dur- 
ing which he had largely mcrcased his savings ; 
and at his death all these had reverted to his 
daughter and her husband. The wealth that had 
thns poured in upon Solomon through Harry's 
means did not purchase for her any new regard ; 
he had never ill-U'eated her, in a material sense, 
but he had spoken ash-sticks, though he had used 
none. On the slightest qnarrel, that "jail-bird 
fHendofyonrs" had been thrown in her face, and 
the cowardly misale was still cast at her upon 
occasion. The bulh of their child had not ce- 
mented their union. As he grew ap his char- 
acter showed itself as fbrragn to that of his fether 
as was his personal appearance. He was slight 
in figure, delieale in appearance (though not in 
constitution), and fastidious in taste. His choice 
of an artist's calling was not so objectionable to 
Solomon as might be imaged ; he had not sens- 
itiveness enough to ahhor it from association, 
and, as has been said, he thought it might be 
made to co-operala with his own commercial 
schemes. But the artist nature was in antago- 
nism lo his own, and Charles and his father were 
not on aifeclionate terms with one another. 

The wayward, haniiome lad was, on the other 
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hand, aciored by liis mother. Her mtelligence, 
not naturally acute, was quickened to see his 
fimlts, not indeed as such, but as possible causes 
of misfortune to bim. His too lively imjiuhes, 
his indeciMOo, his lore of pleasure, were all 
sources of apprehension to her, though scarcely 
ever of rebuke. She saw in Agnes £rd, his ta- 
tor's daughter — so simple, yet so sensible and 
sterling, so feitUfol, pure, and true— Ihe very girl 
to make her son a fitting wife ; on antidote for 
what nas amiss in him ; her honest heart a 
sheet-anchor to hold him last, not in the turbid 
ocean of excess, for her Charley was too good 
tempt it, but through that sparkling sea ofgayety 
in which he was too apt to plunge. She was 
beantifulenough even for him to mate with ; she 
was better bom and better trained than he ; for 
old Jacob Aird was none of those irregolar gen- 
iuses of the pencil, addicted to gin-punch and 
Shelley, and seUish to the core, but a plain hon- 
est man, who had brought up his dai^hter well — 
in tastes a lady, hut housewifely and wisely loo. 
As for the inequality of wealth between them, 
her son would have enough for both ; and it was 
certain that Agnes did not love him for his ex- 
pectations, for they were unknown alike to her 
and him. Harry had never ted him to belii 
that he would be a rich roan ; her love, as 
have said, hod made her wise in all that ci 
cemed Charley ; and as for his Cuher, he v 
naturally reticent in such matters. He did i 
spend one fifth part of his income. His habits 
were as inexpensive as they had been in the old 
days at Gethin ; and if the village folks liad ever 
hintedwj the young fellow of his father's wealth, 
lie had no conception of its real extent. The 
idea itself, too, would have had no great interest 
for him ; he liked to have money for the pleasure 
of spending it, bat it was never the object of his 
thoughts ; he was too careless, too much the 
creature of the hour, to forecast his future. His 
mother gave him all she could,but he was aware 
that it was obtained with difficulty ; the cost of 
his very education, which he had received at a 
school near Tarloclt,had, he knew, been grudged; 
his father had often grumbled tliat it was money 
thrown away, for, " Look at me," said he ; "I 
taught myself." There was always, in short, a 
tightness in the Coe money market that augured 
any thing but pecuniaiy prosperity. 

The very tact of their having taken lodgings 
at Mr. Aird's house, situated as it was in Soho, 
a respectable but &r from fashionable locality, 
argned hut modemte means, and placed the artist 
out of all suspicion of setting his pretty daughter 
as a matrimonial snare for Charley. She was 
pretty enough and good enough, the old man 
justly thought, for him or for his betters ; and 
though he regarded the good -will which the 
yonng people evidently entertained for one an- 
other with favor, he saw in it neither condescen- 
sion nor advantage. Solomon, much engaged in 
business affairs away from home, and estimating, 
Ijesides, the power of love at a low rate, was not 
seriously alarmed at the growing attachment be- 
tween his son and Agnes, nor would have been 
had it advanced much farther. He thought he 
had only to say " No," to pnt a stop to it at any 
point. Still he had determined to place the boy 
out of the reach of such temptation as a pretty 
girl living beneath the same roof must always 
offer to susceptible youth ; and hence it was that 



Mrs. Coe had engaged new lodgings. But even 
now, so lightly did his father think of the matter, 
that Charley was still to be permitted to tisit at 
Mr. Aird's daily, and take his drawing-lessons 
as heretofore. 

An excuse for the change of residence had 
been afforded in the fiM^ that Soho was too fer 
from the parts, in which alone Mrs. Coe took 
pleasure in walking. She was quite unaccus- 
tomed to town life, and the roar and tumult of 
the streets annoyed and even alanned her. In 
some respects, indeed, she was even a more nerv- 
ous, timid creature than she had been as a girl ; 
the warning just received fh)m Mrs. Yorte had 
not fallen upon her altogether unexpectedly, 
though she could not have been said to lie pre- 
pared for it. A vague apprehension of Richard's 
vengeance had haunted her whole married hfe ; 
she did not fear for her own safety ; something 
told her that his anger would scorn to harm her- 
self; that it would pass over her head like a 
flaming sword, and smite her husband and her 
boy ; and as fece after face passed by her in the 
crowded street, she wonld shrink and tremble, 
thinking that that of lUchard Yorke would come 
one day, and recognize her own, and track it 
home. Was he not &ted to work their common 
ruin ? Did not the spectre ship cross Turlock 
Sands before she met his tiice for the first time? 
Though so matare in years, Harry was indeed as 
superstitious as ever. A curions instance of ihia 
occurred on the day that the Goes moved into 
their new lodgings. The mother and son had 
arrived first — Solomon being engaged in the City 
until evening — and Charley had strolled into the 
gronnd-floor parlor, while Uie landlady {whom he 
had not jet seen) was engaged with his mother 
up sturs in the distribution of the luggage. 
AlMve the chimney-piece hung that striking if 
not attractive portrait of Joanna Southcott and 
her amannen^, with which we are already ac- 
qnainted ; and It tickled the young man's fancy 
amazingly. He concluded it was a family group 
—the likeness, perhaps, of Mrs. Basil and her late 
husljand engaged in making out theu: weekly ac- 
counts. "I will beg Agnes not to be jealous of 
our charming landlady," thought he, and took 
out his note-book with the intention of tra'nsfer- 
ring the likeness for that yoimg lady's amuse- 
ment. While engaged in this occnpation (he 
door opened, and in stepped Mrs. Basil and her 
new tenant. In his alarm and haste he stqiped 
back suddenly, and overthrew a little table, on 
which were some ornaments, he knew not what, 
which rolled to tiis mother's fbet. She uttered 
a cry of horror ; and the landlady herself stood 
still, regarding him with a face of astonishment, 

"Is tliat — your — son ?" exclaimed she, clutch- 
ing his motliw by the arm. 

But Mrs. Coe did not seem to hear her. 

"Look, look 1" cried she; "the skidl, the 
skull! Oh, is it not a ffightful omen!" 

" I am really very sorry," said Charley, pick- 
ing up the article in question j "it was very 
stupid of me, Mrs. BasiL" 

" Don't mentioa it, joung Sir," said the land- 
lady, who had apparently recoveied from her 
sudden tremor; "the skull is no worse for its 
roll, yon see; he was fortunately a hard-haadeil 
gentleman who originaJly owned it." 

"Indeed," said Charley, takii^ it from her 
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hand witli some curiosity, "it se 

ornament for a sitting-room. May I ask whom 

it belonged to when it had flesh about .'' "" 

"It IB tho fikull of Swedenborg," 
Mrs. Basil. "A near relative of mi 
disciple of his, and left it to me as a i 

"But how llie deuce did he get possession of 
it?" inqaired the young man. 

"Well, not yerj fairly, as it seems to n: 
Bmiled the landlady. ' ' VVhile jour mother 
down and rests herself — for I am afraid you have 
friehtened her a bit — I'll tell you the story. " 

"Yes, yes," said Mrs. Coe, faintly; "I shall 
be better presently i don't mind me. " 

"Well, the tale runs thus, Sir. Swedenborg 
was bnried in the vault beneath the Swedish 
embassador's chapel in Princes Square, BatclilTe 
Highway ; and a certain theologian having once 
aSrmed that all great philosophers took their 
bodies with them into the world of spirits, and 
that this gentleman had done the hke, leave was 
obtained to settle this point by actual exHminar 
tioD. The body wae found, and the theologian 
contiited, but no trouble was taken to solder on 
again the lid of the cofRn. A thieving Swede, 
attending a funeral of one of his countrymen in 
the same vault, remarked this circumstance, and 
stole the skull, with the intention of selling it to 
some disciple of the great philosopher's ; and I 
am ashamed to say that he found a pncchaser in 
my respected relative : and that's how I became 
possessed of Swedenborg'a skull." 

" Very curious, though rather larcenous," ob- 
served the yonng man, laughing. "And this 
good lady over the mantel-piece, who is she?" 

"Thai's Joanna Soatbcott. But, my good 
young gentleman, I will answer all your ques- 
tions another time. Yonr mother and I will 
have enough to do to arrange matters before 
your father comes home. Ton will excuse my 
freedom. Sir." 

" Certainly," siud Charley, rather amused than 
otherwise with the landlady's bluntness. "I 
know I'm in the way just now; so I'll step out 
for half an hour or so. I am sorrj' I frightened 
you, dear mother." 

He stooped and kissed her fondly ; and then, 
witli a smite and a nod at Mrs. Basil, stepped 
into the little passage and out of doors, and, 
whistling, passed the window down the street. 

"Your son has a light heart," said Mrs. Basil, 
looking at Harry veiy earnestly. "How old is 



he?" 



"Eighte 



a little Ic 



"He looks his age at least," observed the 
other, emphatically. 

"Yes; dark people alwaj's do. " 

"And your husband is dark, like him, I re- 
member." 

" Yes ; hia complexion is swarthy, though he 
is not slim, like Charles." 

Mrs. Coe, still in the arm-chair into which she 
had first snnk, here closed her eyes ; either the 
Mntness of which she had complained was com- 
ing on again, or she did not wish to meet the 
other's searching gase. 

There was a long pause, during which Mis. 
Basil went to the cellaret, and pouring out a 
glass of sherry, put it to her tenant's lips. 

"Do you feel better now?" said she, when 
Harry ]ia.d drunk it. 



107 

"Yes, yes; much better. But that skull — 
oh, horrible I it rolled from him to mo. What 
an omen on your very threshold ! Heaven guard 
my Charles from evil ]" 

"This is weakness, Mrs. Coe. The skull is 
harmless; and it rolled because your son upset 

" Yes, my son," gasped the other, trembling. 
"It is for him I ftor. It augurs deadi— death — 

There was a ring at tho front-door, decisive, 
sharp, and resonant. 

"Great Heaven !" cried Harry; "if it should 
be he himself 1 Hido me away ; put me out of 
sight." Her terror was piteous to behold ; she 
shook in OVQ17 hmb. 

"It is the post," said Airs. Basil, coiitemptn- 
onsly; and she was right. The servant bronght 
in a letter for her mistress. 

' ' I don't know the hand," mused she. "Black- 
bordered, and Wack-sealed too." She opened it 
without excitement, and read it throi^h ; it was 
but a few lines. 

"Your omen has proved true fbr once, Mrs. 
Cjje, " said she, in quiet tones. ' ' This speaks of 

"Whose deatli?" cried Harry. 

" My husband's, Eichard's Either. Carew of 
Cromplon died last night." 

There was no sorrow in tlie aged woman's 
face : a gravity, unmixed with t^demess, pos- 
sessed it. Carew was naught to her, and bad 
been nanght for twoscore years. . But the tide 
of memoir was at its flow within her brain ; and 
because the Past is Past it touches os. This 
man had loved her once, after his own scornful 
manner, when he was young, and before power 
and selAshness had made him stone. He had 
been the father of her only son, and now ho was 
Dead. 

tj," said Harry, not quite know- 
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CHAPTEK XSXVII. 



Carew of Crompton was really dead, as men 
said, "at last," not that he had been long dying, 
as an old man, but that he had eventually- 
succumbed to one of those deadly risks to which 
he bad so ofKn voluntaiily exposed himself. On 
the occasion which had been &tal to him he bad 
started from home one frosty morning at the gal- 
lop, with a cigar in his mouth, the reins on his 
horse's nock, and both his hands in his pockets, 
and had been pitched off and broken his nock 
within half a mile of his own door. Hts chap- 
lain, who had dispatched the news to Mrs. Basil, 
had been riding by his side at the veiy moment. 
" lie was a good friend to me," was the laconic 
remark that poor Parson Whymper had added 
to the bare intelligence. 

To judge by the regretful exeilement in the 
Midlands, Carew might have been a good friend 
to eveiy body. The news was at once telegraphed 
10 town, and appeared in the evening papers. 
The public interest in bis mad freaks had of lale 
i gi-own somewhat faint— his osttavagances 
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were, perfurce, on a less splendiJ scale — bat his 
death revived it. ' ' So that inad Carew has kiHed 
liimself, after all," yiaa the observatioa fiei^uently 
overheard that evening, as acquaintance met ac- 
qaaintance on their homeward way fi'om trasi- 
ness. "Well, he's had his whadL of most things," 
was tlie replj of the philosophers ; "Hehosnot 
left much to tempt his beirs to be extravagant, 
I reckon," of the cynics; "He was a deuced 
good fellovr at bottom, I bdieve," remarked those 
■who were secretly desirons of earning the same 
eulogium ibr themselves; "He was altogether 
wrong at lop," answered the charitable. 

Solomon Coe came home to bis new abode in 
snch a state of elation that it even made him 
communicative to his wife. Mrs. Basil happen- 
ed to be with her in the drawing-room, but he 
only acknowledged ber presence by a hasty nod. 
"Well,, what d'ye think, Carew of Crompton, 
that was yonr father's landlord and mine"— -Sol- 
omon never said " oars" with reference to prop- 
erty — "has broken his neck at last!" 

Of course the very name of Carew was a sore 
subject between man and wife, on account of 
Kchard Yorke's connection with him ; but it 
suited Solomon's purpose on this occasion to ig- 
nore that circumstance. It would be necessary 
for soma time to come to allnde to the Crompton 

Eroperty more or less, and it was just as well to 
egin at once ; it was also less embarrassing to 
do so in the presence of a third person. 

" Yes, Solomon, I knew Mr. Carew was dead," 
said Harry, gravely. Theoextinslant shetumed 
scarlet with the consciousness of her thoughtless 
indiscretion. 

" Oh," grunted her husband, annoyed at what 
he deemed her snlky manner, when he himself 
was so graciously inclined lo be conciliatory, 
and ^so displeased to find his news anticipated, 
"you've been baying an evening paper, have 
youf You must hare more money than you 
know what to do with, it seems to me." 

Harry was thankfully accepting this impnta^ 
tion in silence, when Mrs. Basil's soft voice was 
heai'd. " No, Sir ; it was I who told jour good 
lady. 1 had a letter from Crompton by the aft- 

"Tlie devil yon did!" cried Solomon, turning 
sharply upon her. " How came that aljout ?" 

" I was houseke^er at Crompton, Sir, in old 
Mrs. Carew'a time, for some years, and one of 
the 8er>-ants wTOte to let me know of the acci- 

" Housekeeper, were yon?" said Solomon, with 
interest. " That must have been a good place, 
with denced good pickings, eh?" 

" Solomon, Solomon," remonstrated his wife, 
in a low voice, "Mrs. Basil is quile a lady. 
Don't you see that jou offend her?" 

It is more than probable that, under ordinaiy 
circninstances, Mr. Coe would have resented this 
Tebake with choleric vehemence ; hut he bad- his 
reasons for being good-humored in the present 
instance. " You must excase my conntiy man- 
ners, Mrs. Basil," said he. "As my wife will 
tell JOU, I must always have my joke; but I mean 
no offense. So you were housekeeper at Cromp- 
ton, were you ? Well, now, that's curious, for 
Mrs. Coe's father and I myself, as jou heard me 
saying, have had a great deal to do with Carew. 
You knew him well, of course ?" 

"Yes, Sir; I did." 



"And the place too, of course. It was a very 
fine one, was it not? Plenty of pictures, and 
looking-glasses, and things ?" 

"It was very richly furnished." 

It was curious to mark the difference of man- 
ner between questioner and respondent. Solo- 
mon, usually 80 reticent and reserved, was grown 
qiute voluble. Mrs. Basil, on the other hand, 
naturally so apt in speech, seemed to reply with 
difficulty. She was weighing every word. 

' ' The estate, I suppose, was out of your heat ; 
you did not have much to do with that ?" 

"I used to walk in the park, Sir, most days." 

" Aj ; but the property generally ? Thefdend 
who writes you to-day don't say any thing about 
that, I suppose — whether any of it is to be sold 
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"The report— of , , , __. 

m only speak from report — is that Mr. Carew't 
Saira are in a sad slate. Every thing, I beli 
. to be sold at once. The whole estatt * 
J he— I don't know if I nse the right 
lorlgaged." 
"Ju8tso,"repliedSolomon; "yes,yes. That 
so, no doubt. " Therewasaslightpause; Mrs. 
!asil courtesied, and was about to leave the room. 
Slop a hit, ma'am," said Solomon. "My wife 
Jls me that yon are a lone woman — a widow, 
erhapa you'd Uke to take a bit of diimer wi^ 
j to-day ?" 

Harry began lo think her husband was intox- 
icated. He did get occasionally so when any 
particularly good stroke of business was in course 
of pr<^ess, and on such occasions his m'anner 
was unusnally affable; but she had never seen 
him half so gracious as at present. Hospitality, 
though he did sometimes bring a mining agent 
or a broker home to dinner, was by no means his 
strong point. Mrs. Basil looked doubtfully at her 
dress, which, thongh homely, was perfectly well- 
made and lady-like, and murmui^ something 
abont its being almost the dinner-hou)', and there 

" Oh, never mind your gown" (which, bj-the- 
by, Solomon pronounced " gownd") ; "we're quite 
plain people ourselves, as my wife will tell yon. 
You shall take pot-luck with us. Whore's tjar- 
ley? That hoy's always late." 

But at thatveiy moment the young gentleman 
in question entered the room, at the same tjme 
as did the servant with the announcement that 
dinner was on the table. 

Theastonishment of the domestic at seeing 
her mistress taken down lo the dining-room by 
the new lodger was only exceeded by that of 
Charley, as, with his mother on his arm, he fol- 
lowed the strangely assorted pair. "Iknewshe 
was a witch, "he mnimured, "with her hnman 
skull and her Joanna Sonthcott ; but this beats 
oldMaigery's doings at Getbin." 

"Hn^, hash!" whispered his mother, for 
Charley's high spirits and audadtj always terri- 
fied her when e^ibited in his &ther'B presence : 
" thej have found they have a common acquaint- 
ance, and so made friends." 

"Pather didn't know Swedenborg, did be?" 
answei'ed the young man, slyly. "My belief is, 
he has fallen in love with her. I saw a black 
cat on the stairs. She can make any body do it, 
as I was telling Aggey" (tho joung rogue had 
been to Soho since the morning); "I shall be 
the next victim, no donbt. It's no use sieving to 
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myself, 'Tliou ehalt not marry thy grandmo- 
tlier.' Her charms are too powerful for the 
rubric. You'll see shell not say grace." 

Mr. Charles was right iu that particuliir of his 
diagnosis of theirnew guest. Mrs. Basil did treat 
that devotional formula, which Mrs. Coe never 
omitled to pronounce, in spite of her husband's 
contemptnous shrugs, with considerable indiiTer- 
ence. She sat opposite to Charby, and more 
than once, when he looked up suddenly, he 
caught her gaze fixed earnestly upon him. "rhose 
wondrous eyes of hers yet shone forth bright 
and clear ; her cheeks were still smooth ; and, 
though her brow had many a wrinkle, they were 
the footprints of thought and care, rather than 
ofyeara. 

'rhe conTersation, as was natnral where the 
company and the guest were strangers to each 
other, turned upon the topics of the day, and the 
objects in the room, some of which, as we know, 
were sufficiently remarkable. At Charley's re- 
quest Mrs. Basil once more narrated the story 
of the skull ; and then epitomized, with canstic 
tongue, the biography of poor Joanna. Up 
stairs, she said, she had one of that lady s 
" seals" — a passport to elwnai bliss — which she 
would bestow as a present upon the young gen- 
tleman opposite. Her cynical humor delisted 
Charley, and won the approbation of his father 
— not tlie less so, perhaps, since he saw it an- 
noyed his wife. 

Poor Harry was a simple well-meaning woman 
in her way, and, had the circumstances of her 
life been less exceptional, would have earned the 
reputation of a good creature and steadfast | 
chapel-goer. But onrhves do not always &Uin 
the places most suitable to our dispositions ; the 
restire are oft«n compelled to run in harness ; 
and the quiet low-aclion goers, who would wel- 
come restraint, ore left without guide, and with 
no course marked out for them. Thus it was 
with Mrs. Coe. The situation in which Fate 
had placed her it was altogether beyond her 
powers to fill. She knew that Mrs. Basil was 
rapidly ingratiating herself with her husband, 
and so far was funheriug their common plan ; 
but, notwithstanding its supreme importance, she 
dirank from the means that were bidding fair to 
accomplish her own end. She shuddered at her 
husband's vulgar ejaculations of assent and ap- 
proval; at her son's thoughtless laughter; at 
this woman's sparkling and audacious talk, 
which seemed so purposeless, and yet was so full 
of design and craft. She had feared her and 
shrank from her at Gethin, and she feared her 
now. And yet how necessaiy was her assi. 
ance 1 Of her own self she was well aware tl: 
eha could do nothing to avert that coming peril 
from her husband and her son, the shadow of 
which had darkened all her married life, and 
was now deepening into blackest doom. It ■ 
absolutely necessary that Mrs. Basil should 
tain the confidence of Solomon, and perhaps of 
Charley also, and yet this unlooked-for and swift 
Buccess of hers was tar irom welcome to poor 
Harry. It really almost seemed that there was . 
truth in what her son had spoken in jest — that 
there was witchcraft in it. 

Solomon was now talking earnestly to Mrs. 
Basil in low tones, while Charley looked toward 
his mother with raised eyebrows, and a comic 
expression, which seemed to say, "She's got 
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If she could have overheard her husband's 
talk, it would still have Iteen inexplicable to her. 

"Then yon think this sale at Crompton will 
take place directly after the funeral?" 

"I should certainly imagine so — yes." 

"There is something-^you needn't tell my 
wife, because I wish it to be a surprise for her — 
that I should like to buy at it ; something I have 
long had my eye on." 

" Some piece of furniture, I suppose. Well, 
you must be prepared to give a good sum, I fear. 
From the curiosity of the thing — the reputa^on, 
I mean, of poor Mr. Carew — it is likely things 
will fetch more than their price." 

"Perhaps so. But I should like to know, as 
soon as possible, when the sale comes off. Irom 
your connection with the place, you will be able 
to get news of this before the general public — 1 
mean the exact date. " 

" No doabt. I will write to-morrow, and beg 
that the information may be sent me." 

"I should feel much obhged if you would, 
Mrs. Basil. " 

"I'll write this very night. You wish to 
know the day on which the side of'the fimiiture 
may be fixed ?" 

" Yes ; and of all the other things ; of the 
estates as well, tor instance ; there may he some 
land that may prove a good investment. Don't 
make a fuss about it, hut say you have a friend 
who is interested. The catalogue of efiects, with 
the dates appointed tbr the sale of each, will, of 
course, be settled down theie. I want to have 
an early copy. " 

" That is very simple," said Mrs. Basil, mak- 
ing a memorandum in her pocket-book ; "you 
shall be among !he veir first to got one, Mr. 
Coe — you may rely on that." 



CHAPTER XXXVIir. 



Richard Yobkb is still at Lingmoor ; and 
though but a twelvemonth intervenes between 
him and freedom — or perhaps partly because of 
it — prison life is growing insupportable. It is 
the last year of "a long term," as all "old 
hands" will toll yon, which is the most trying. 
Impatience becomes more incontrollable as the 
hmlt of sulfering is neared; and just as, after a 
tedious and dangerous ilhiess, the convalesc^t 
will rise too soon, and risk a relapse in his feveiv 
ish desire to be well, so a prisoner will often 
make some wild endeavors to escape, when, if 
he did but wait a little— a span of time compared 
with that in which he has lain capdvc — his jeal- 
ous doors would open of themsdves to let him 
pass in safety. But there are other reasons 
which are pressing Richard toward flight, and 
goading him (as he feels) to madness if he re- 
main quiescent. He has quarreled with all 
about him, and has sufi'ered for it; and he is 
now menaced with worse things. His sullenness, 
his brooding ire, have long transformed Iiis na.- 
tnre ; civility, and even obedience, have become 
impossible for him. He kicks, as it vrere, against 
a chevaux-de-fi'ise of sleeL He has been starved 
Ott bread and water, and grown tliin and fierce. 
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He has been pul, and not for nothing, into the 
davk cell for hours, to brood, as usnal, and has 
come forth » mora reckless devil than he went in. 
His warder and he are open foes. That 
CTOss-gnuned official has taken a strong antipa- 
thy to him, which ia more than ceciptocaled ; 
and every . time he enters his cell sets foot, 
though nnconsdous of the fact, on the verj 
thre^oM of the grave. He is the keeper of one 
who is almost a madman ; but the latter is sane 
on one point jet — he knows to whom his venge- 
ance ia nudnlj due; and while that knowledge 
lasts his lesser foe is safe from him— safe, tl^t 
is, at present ; but a provocation niaj be given 
which would compel this long-suffering victim — 
in years scarce a middle-aged man, in appeai'- 
ance graj and withered as the oldest within those 
prison walls — to give his passion way, and slay 
him. If something shoold take place, whid: 
this warder himself has prophesied would hap- 
pen, it will be so; and all Bichard's hoarded 
hate would then he useless, since it would have 
no ,heir. There has been flogging in the pris- 
on—an nnasnnl punishment, and only inilicied 
for great offenses, or for con^nued contumacy 
and had conduct. A conspiracy was discovered, 
and seven of the ringleaders recdi-ed three dozen 
lashes each, in presence of all the inmates of the 
jail. It was a punishment perhaps deserved 
and necessary, but dckening enough to witness. 
Richard's warder stood beside him, and while 
the cat was descending on one wretch's naked 
back, observed in a grim whisper: "Do yon 
take witming, my man ; for if you are reported 
ag^, the governor says you are to have a dose 
of the same medicine." 

Whether the man spoke truth or not, Eichard 
believed him. It was moie than probahle that 
he would be reported, and by the very voice that 
littered the menace. In a twelvemonth's time 
there were three hundred and sixty-five opportu- 
nities, ten times told, of its being fnlRlled. If 
sQCh » sentence was ever passed upon him, as it 
was almost sure to be, Kichard was well resolved 
that it sbonld not be carried ont ; rather should 
this man die, and he himself, his slayer, be bung 
for it His desire for vengeance upon those who 
had blasted his young life so cruelly was as ' 
strong as ever — nay, stronger, fiflyfold ; but he j 
knew that he conld never bear the lash. Some- 
how or other, therefore, at all risks, he must es- 
cape fftm Lingmoor, 

Robei-t Balfour was to be set free in a few 
days, his conduct, though not good, having earn- 
ed that much of remission. Richard was not 
envious of him, yet the contrast of their two po- 1 
sitions made him perhaps more desperate and : 
reckless. Of lale months the old man had been 
admitted to certmn privileges accorded to such 
aa have almost worked out their time, or who 
are otherwise recommended for them. He had 
been employed as "a cleaner," then as "a spe- 
cial" — in which position he was permitted to work 
out of doors without an attendant warder, and 
even (in his particular case, for he was growing i 
very old and feeble) to have leave of absence for ' 
an hour or two. Un some occasions it was hie 
duty to bring round the prisoners' meals ; and 
then he saw Richard, and could even exchange 
a word or two with him alone. This happened 
npon the afternoon of the day when the public 
flogging hnd taken place. 



"Balfour, "said Richard, earnestiv, " will vou 
do me a favor?" 

"Yes, lad, any thing," replied the old man, 
softly. The word " lad" seemed so inapplicable 
to that gray-headed, care-lined face, which he 
had known so young and comely, that the misuse 
of it touched the speaker. "You know I wilL" 
Even though jou should run a risk," said 
Richard, " within a day or two <jf your free- 
dom?" 

"Ay; for your sake, I would do that and 

"GodUess JOU, if ihereheaGod'' answeied 
those haggard lips. "Ask leave to go to tlie 
*" ge to-morrow, and get me a file ' 
Hush ! — the warder." 
he conversation thus interrupted was resumed 

Here is the fUe," said Balfour; "hide it in 

your mattress. Ent, lad, yon will be mad to 

use it. I pray yon be patient. It is only a 

twelvemonth now." 

Richard shook his head, with a ghastly smile. 

I mnet try,"said he. 

' ' Nav, nay ; you will be retaken and flowed, 
hi; th'inkofthat." 

1 never be retaken, Balfour, at least 
alive." 

It was easy enough to read in Richard's face 
the corroboration of his words. 

Have you any plan?" asked the old man, 
disconsolately, 

"I have. From my window here I see an 
open shed, with a coil of rope in it. I shall file 
my bars, and get that rope to-night ; climb back 
again here, and over the iwif, I have calculated 
the distance from outside. I feel sure I can 
reach the parapet with my finget-tips as I stand 
upon the window-ledge, then let myself down 
into the exercising-yard upon tlie west side." 

"The waUs about that yai-d are sixty feet 
high, lad." 

"There is a spout in the norlh corner which 
wiU help me up ; and if I reach the top without 
a broken neck, I make fast my rope, and slide 
on to the moor. From thence, no matter how 
dork it is — and it viill be pitch-dark, I reckon — I 
can make Bergen Wood. 'Ko power on earth 
shall stop me. If you told the warder yonder 
of my plan this moment, I should still escape 
— in another and more certain fashion." To 
look at him and read the resolute despair in his 
while face was to have no doubt of that. 

"What mnst be must he," sighed the old 
man. "But for mj sake, lad — for mine, who 
love yon as a fathei' loves his own son— be pa^ 
tient till to-morrow. This is my last day at 
Lingmoor. To-morrow I shall be free. I'll 
come at night to the wall of the west yard, and 
throw a rope over th» north comer, close by the 
spout you mention. It shall be made fast on 
my side, and if you do but lay hold uf it, the 
rest is easy. Your scheme, as it now stands, is 
hopeless. No squirrel could climb that spent, 
far less a man reduced as you are;" and he 
glanced significantly at Itichard's shrunken limbs. 
"You are the best of friends, Balfonr — in- 
deed, the only man that ever was my friend." 
He stopped, as if overcome by an emotion that 
was so strange to him. "At midnight, then, 
to-morrow, I shall begin my work ; and in an 
hour from that time, if all goes well, I shall be 
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at the spot appointed. If I fail, you >vi 
member Wheal Danoaf' 

"Yes, yes; but you will Dot M[. Keep a 
good bean, " whisp^^d the old man, as he ' 
ried away at an approaching footstep. 

But, in reality, Baltbnr bad no hope, 
experience of such attempts, and his knowledge 
of tbe difBculties to be surmounted in the pres- 
ent instance, forbade any espectaiioQ of Kich- 
ard's success, even in the matter of getting out- 
side the prison walls ; and, supposing that was 
done, and the wood reached, what was to be 
looked fbr further but alow starvation or death 
from the sharp-tipped arrows of the wintry wind ? 
Srill, Balfour's help was promised, and would be 
giren ; the old cracksman had many &alls and 
vices, but ha was not one to desert a friend at a 
pinch, and KJchard Yorko was really dear to 

As for Richard, notwithstanding the sei 
ableness of the other's oifer, and althongh be 
was himself almost convinced that nithont such 
aid he conld never etiect his object, no sooner 
was he left alone than he regretted that he had 
passed his word to pat off the attempt another 
day. Suppose he should transgress some prison 
regulation between this and then, or be rcpoiied 



of such perilous delay before him, and his impa- 
tience was already at fever-heat. By standing 
on his metal wash-stand, and peering through 
his bars, he could see that the coil of rope still 
lay in ii£ accustomed place that afternoon, but 
would it remain there till to-morrow night? 
The very act of thus climbing to his window, 
which he could not resist, wns a soi'ions offense ; 
and if by any chance he should be tbund in pos- 
session of the file— then all was over. He was 
fully determined only to part with it vrith life 
itself. For once, the picture of Trevelhick and 
his son-in-law (for he had heard before he left 
Cross Key of Warty's marriage with his rival), 
unsuspecting, complacent, and exposed to the 
full force of his revenge, failed to occupy his 
gloating thoughts ; they were fixed ns ever there, 
hut on 3ie means and not upon the end— his whole 
being was engrossed in the coming enterprise. 
He feared the warder should read that forbidden 
word " Escape" in his eager eyes, or on his rest- 
less lips. A change of cell or a sudden exam- 

cnrrenco — would prove his ruin. He took the 
file oat of his mattress, and placed it in his 
breast: let that lann beware who found it there! 

At last the long night, which should have 
foand him free, passed by, and the next weary 
day. The appointed lime had come. 

It was past midnight, and not a sound was 
heard in the vast piison ; there was no moon, 
but a few stars shone on him as he worked at 
the iron bars ; the noise of his Hie was mufited 
— he had rubbed it well with soap — bnt every 
now and then he paused and listened. He half 
fancied he could hear the distant tramp of the 
jiatrols, who, musket in hand, watched the walls 
of Lingmoor from the roofs of its four stone tow- 
ers ; but it was only fencj, and, at all events, no 
one else bnt they was stirring. Years ago be 
had ganged those bars, and calculated that not 
less than three must be sawn through to give his 
body room to pnss ; hut that was when he was 
H 



young and plump and vigorous. He was vig- 
orous now— the fever within iiim seemed to give 
him the strength of ten— but he was an old man 
to look at, and the flesh had left his bones, i^o 
much the better ; there were oidy two bars to file 
instead of three. Finding the space sulScient, 
be twisted his blanketinlo a rope, fastened it to 
the broken bars, and so, by its aid, slipped noise- 
lessly into the yard. 

That portion of the prison was low, and con- 
sisted but of two stories; another cell window 
was immediately beneath his own, but, as he 
knew, it was not used for prisoners. Still, he 
trembled as he slipped past it. Snppose a hand 
had been jiushed through to clasp his limbs, or 
a voice had given the alaim, and warned the 
watchful guards! But his feet touched ground 
in safety. His eyes, accustomed for long years 
to cleave the darkness, guided him straight to 
the shed and to the coil of rope. He smed it as 
the shipwrecked mariner clutches that which is 
thrown him from the shore to drag him throu^ 
the roaring breakers, and then, winding it about 
his waist, he retraced his steps. To return to 
his cell window was comparatively easy ; but to 
stand upon its narrow ledge, and, clutching the 
parapet with his fingers, to draw himself up 
thereby, was a task that few, without the hope 
of liberty to spur them, could have accomplished. 
Three times he failed ; without something more 
of purchase for his hold, he felt the thing was be- 
yond his powers. The question was, how bread 
IS the stone coping F If, by a sadden spring, 
could catch the other side of it, he might suc- 
:i\ but if he missed, his hands would sUde 
from the smooth surface, his feet could not re- 
gain their stand-point, and he would fall back- 
ward twenty feet or so upon the stone court- 
There was nothing for it but lo run the risk. 
Ho gathered his strength together, shut his eyes, 
ind made a vigorous spring: one hand caught 
I Him gripe, and, after a shaip struggle, the oth- 
ir gained it ; then he drew himself slowly np, 
and lay down in the gutter of the roof lo gather 
breath and look about him. The prison was 
built like the four spokes of a whe^ ; and, in- 
deed, with the high wall circling round it, did 
closely resemble that image. Nearly the whole 
of the building could have been seen, had it been 
light enough, from his present position ; bnt, as it 
s, only the west wing was dimly visible, with 
gnardian tower standing blackly up against 
dark back-ground of wintry night sky. He 
could not make out the sentry on its top; but 
and then, when his circuit brought him 
tsi (o his hiding-place, he could hear his 
mensnred foot-falL 

Like a creeping thing, for he scarce used 
hand or toot at all, Kichard slowly crawled and 
slid along the sloping roof, then swiftly over the 
vertex, while the patrol was at the moat distant 
portion of his round, and then once more, mo- 
tionless and almost breathless, he lay down be- 
hind the western parapet The exercising-yard, 
which it was his object to drop, was just 
below him ; but it was necessary to find some 
object to which to fasten his rope ; and here he 
perceived how futile would have been his plan 
of escape without assistance from without ; for 
here, having slid down it, he must needs leave 
hia rope tied to a neighboring chimney. There 
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was not lenglli enougli to cut off, and be of khj 
gerviee afterward for tho descent of the external 
wall, nigh sixty feet in height. If Balfour failed 
him, it was now, indeed, clear to him. that bia 
whole design must fail. Tonder towering wall, 
higher even than his own present elevated posi- 
tion, conld never be scaled by fbot and hknd, 
with only the help of a spont— nay, he doubted 
whether, even if he found the promised rope in 
position, he could even make use of that ; for, 
though agile, he had none of the sailor's cun- 
ning. 

He made fast the coil which he had with him, 
however, and watching bis opportunity, slid off 
the parapet into space. Such a feat seems easy 
enough to read of; but to slide without noise 
down a loose and swinging rope for go great a 
distance is no slight taA: to one unused to such 
gymnastics ; and, besides, he bod to check him- 
self at intervals (which took the skin off fram Ms 
hands, althou^ at the time he did not feel it), 
lest he should suddenly reach the ground with a 
dull thud. He accomplished this in safety, and 
once more paused, his back pushed hard to the 
prison wall, while the warder passed, whose 
form lie could now even make ou^ it was so im- 
mediately above him ; then he crossed the yard 
with a swift but anxious step to its north cor- 
ner, and peered about in the gloom for the prom- 
ised rope ; the spont was there, smooth and in- 
eiTectual enough as a means of exit, but no rope. 
His heart died within him, and his hands 
trembled with anxiety and trepidation as they 
felt in vain for it along the smooth and lofty 
wall. Richard's brain began to reel. He leaned 
his trembling brow against the cold iron of the 
spont, and endeavored to think the m 
Ife was sure of Balfour; he felt certai 
thing but sudden and dangei'ous illness would 
have prevented him from keeping his wovi 
But perhaps he had not been able to obudn 
rope ; such things were watclifuily looked after 
in the neighborhood of Lingmoor Prison, and 
might even not be procurable. Yet had such 
been the case, Balfour would not have volun- 
teered that form of assistance. lie was of opin- 
ion that the rope was there, then, and if so, it 
must have been thrown over by means of a 
stone, or wwght of some kind. In th 
the atone had rolled after reaching the ground, 
the rope might not be han^ng like a plumb-li 
from (he wall, bat at an angle from it, and 
some distance. He began to more, then, in 
parallel line fkim the wall, still feeling right and 
left; and on the third trial he caught in his 
atretched-out hand a string — a string-line snch 
as a boy uses for his kite ; and for an instant, 
the sense of the ineffleacy of such mi 
feet bis purpose froze bim with des] 
presently pulling on the string, he found it gath- 
er in Ms hand, and pnlling softly on, more 
string, and then an end of thin but wire-stTOUg 
rope, and then more wpa What was best of 
all was, that this rope was knotted at intervals 
of every foot, so as to afford a strong, firm hold. 
After many yards of this had been hauled in 
he found resistance ; the end of it was evidently 
fast on ijie other ^de. lUchard passed the rope 
round the bottom of the iron spout, and beneath 
an iron clasp, that prevented its slipping upward, 
and then made it taut. It was a peiilous bridge 
even then, and supposing the watcher with his 



musket had not been, ns he was, within easy 
gunshot of him ; bat it led from prison walls to 
liberty, and Bichai'd did not hesitate for a mo- 
ment to commit Mmself to it. Hand over hand, 
foot after foot, he draped himself with infinite 
efi^ort slowly upiravd ; but it was not now in his 
power to watch the patrol, and secure the most 
bvomble moment for crossing the wall top, as 
he had done in the case of the roof. As ill lni:k 
woald have it, just as the sentiy came to tlie 
northward portion of his beat, Richard's form 
was vaguely visible against the sky, npon tiie 
summit of the wall. The nest instant he 
crossed it, and at the hoarse cry, "Who's 
there ?" had glided rapidly down upon the other 
lide. The senttj's gun was at his shoulder, and 
ts sharp report rang through the silent night 
just as the convict reached the ground. The 
itarlight was just sufficient, as the warder sub- 
seqnently swore (and trnly), to see the man was 
hit ; he staggered and fell, but crawled away di- 
rectly, and was lost in the surrounding ^oom. 

At the same moment all the prison seemed to 
wake to light and life, end the alarm-bell clashed 
,s hoarse notes of warning on the wintry air. 



CHAPTER XXXIX. 



Mrs. BasiIi kept her word with her lodger, 
and (thanks to the chapbun) gave into his hand 
a catalogue of the great Ci'ompton sale some 
hours at least before the details of it were made 
public ; on the receipt of which Solomon at once 
left town. His absence was felt to be a relief 
by all parties. The work of ingratiating herself 
w'ith Ms hard, coarse nature, indepeudendj of 
the personal loathing with which Mrs. Basil re- 
garded him, on Bichard's account, was vety 
hard, and rest was grateful to her. Mrs. Coo 
was always more at ease when business took her 
husband from his home. Charley bailed his de- 
parture, since he could now enjoy the society of 
bis Agnes without stint. 

He was, as usual, at Soho one morning, when 
Harry, sitting alone in the drawing I'oom engaged 
in needle-woilc, was alarmed by hnl hn k 
followed by a heavy Ibll on the fl be ea h n 
Mrs. Basil's parlor. She had h d h & 
door closed but aminntebefbi'e,a d h h gb 
that was never wholly absent f m h m d 
now flashed upon it with tenib d 
— the Avenger had come at la 
hurried reflection was one of tha ss 

neither Charley nor Solomon h m 

Then, pale and trembling, she st h 

landing of the stairs, and listened N 

a sound was to be heard save th h h 

own fluttering breast. The cook and the wait- 
ing-maid, who alone composed tlie domestic 
staff, had apparently not heard the noise; for 
the former was singing loudly in the kitchen, as 
was her wont when she had been ' ' put out, " as 
happened some half dozen times per diem. It 
was frightful to think that in yonder parlor her 
once-loved Bicbard might even then be closeMd 
with his mother, deaf to her appeals for mercy, 
resolute for revenge, and only demanding where 
his enemies might be found : it was better to 
face him than to picture him thus. That his 
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sadden appearance had tenifieil Mrs. Basil into 
a fit sJie had tittle doubt from that slirjek s.nii 
fitll; and, indeed, all was now so still within 
there that she might be dead. The fear for her 
offspring, however, made Hany almost bold. 
Indeed, as has been said, she did not entertain 
any apprehension of personal violence at Rich- 
ard's hands ; and, perhaps, in spite of Mrs. Ba- 
sil's assurance to the contraiy, she had some 
hope of moving him from his set purpose bv her 
pravers and tears. Step by step, and cliii^ng 
to l^e hand-rail for support, for her hmbs scarce- 
ly obeyed her will, she descended the stairs, 
stood a moment in the passage, listening like 
a frightened hare, and then opened the parlor 
door. There was no one within it ; yes, upon 
the bearth-rng lay the motionless form of Mrs, 
Ba^l ; she was lying on her face ; and, rashing 
forward, Han7 knelt down beside her, and strove 
to lift her in her arms. Some inalioct seemed 
ta forbid her to call for assistance. 

"What is it? what is it?" gasped the old wo- 
man, looking vacantly np in the other's face. 

" You have been unwell, dear madam. I am 
afraid yon hnve had a fainting fit; bat, thanii 
Heaven, you are better now." 

Hany was truly grateful ; first, that her orig- 
inal suspicion had proved to be unfounded ; sec- 
ondly, that Mrs. Basil was alive. She had con- 
trived to place her in a sitting posCnre, with her 
back against the heavy arm-cJIair ; and now she 
bronght a carafe of water from the side-board, 
«nd sprinkled her face and bauds. 

"Let me call Mary, and we will get you up to 
your own room as soon as you fee! equal to the 
effort." 

Mrs. Basil's eyes had closed again. Her face 
was white and stiff as that of a corpse ; bnt she 
shook her head with vehemence. " The door — 
lock the door!" she murmured. 

Kot without some hesitation, fbr she began to 
fear that her companion was wandering in her 
mind, Harry obeyed her. "Get me into my 
chair. Oh, why did I ever wake to weary life 

"What has troubled von? Can any new 
misfortune have happened to us?" inquired 
Harry, woefully. 

"To joa — no," answered the old woman, with 
sodden fiereeness; "to me — yes. Do yon see 
that letter?" She pointed to one lying beneath 
the table. " Twenty years ago that wonld have 
been my death-warrant ; bnt now I am so used 
to EuD'er that, like the man who lived on pois- 
ons, nothing kills. Bead it^read it." 

The letter was an official one; the envelope 
immense, with "On her Majesty's Service" 
stamped npon it, and oat of all proportion to the 
scanty contents, which tan as follows : 

" LrsoMooB PniBOS, Derember 22. 

" Madam, — I am instructed by the Governor 
of this Jail to acquaint yon with the sad news 
that your son, Kichard Yorke, is no more. 
Four weeks ago he escaped from prison by 
ni^t, and took refUge in an adjoining wood. 
His body was discoi'ered only four days ago, 
and an inquest held upon it, when a verdict was 
retnraed in accordance with (he tacts, I am. 
Madam, yonrs obediently, 

"Thomas SPAnxES (/or Ihe Governor). 

"I am instructed to iiidose a locket wilh 



miniatare, which was found upon your son on 
his arrival here. The restof his property will be 
forwarded by rail." 

This locket contained the litde picture of Har- 
ry painted by lUchard himself, and which, though 
he had contrived to secrete while at Cross Key, 
had been taken fi-om him at Lingmoor. 

Harry's breast was agitated by . conflicting 
emotions. To know that her boy was safe — that 
there could bo no murder done — gave her a sense 
of intense relief, which could scarcely be called 
selfish. But that refiecrion was but transient, 
and a passionate burst of sorrow succeeded it. 
The only man she had ever loved— around whom 
centred her most precious memories— had died, 
then, thus miserably, after miserable years of 
bondage endured on her account She saw him 
with her mind's eye once more as when he had 
clasped her in his arms for the first time upon 
the ruined tower — as when he had rained his 
kisses on her lips beside the Wishing Well — in 
his youth and beauty and passion. Her nine- 
teen years of loveless wedlock were swept away, 
and left her as she saw herself in the little por- 
trait he himself had painted, and which was now 
his legacy. His menaces and vows of vengeance 
against her and lien were all forgotten ; her wo- 
I'a heart was loyal to him whom she had 
ed its lord, and once more did him fealty. 
Oh, Richard, Richard, my dear love," cried 
she; "God knows I would have died to save 

"Come here, Hany — come here," whispered 
Mrs. Basil, "and let me kiss yon. I would that 
I could weep like yoo ; but the fountain of my 
tears has long been dry. I thought yoa would 
have been glad to feel that yon and yours were 
safe — (hat retribnlion was averted from the man, 
voor husband ; bat I now see I did you wrong. 
Your heart is toached— you remember hun as 
le was before the taint of crime was on him." 

"It never was!" cried Harry, passionately. 
' He never meant to wrong my father of a shil- 
ing," 

" Well said, dear Harry ; well said. Hewas 
himself a wronged— a murdered man. Impris- 
oned for nineteen years, and then to perish thus ! 
And yet men talk of Heaven's justice ! My boy 1 
my boy !" 
""he two women were silent for awhile— the 
gazing wilh dry eyes bnt tender yearning 
face upon the other, as she rocked herself to 
and fro, and shook with stifled sobs. 

"Dmit Harry, you must not desert me now," 
pleaded the former, pitifully; "I am very old, 
and this has broken me. He was my all— my 
only one on earth — and be is dead. 1 shall not 
trouble you long. We two, child, mere the only 
that loved him, and we love him s^U. Let 
:ling to you, Harry, since it is but for a little 
while ; and let us talk of him together, when wo 
alone, and think of what he was. So bright, 
;ay, so — Oh, my boy ! my boy !" 
'he tears rushed to the mother's eyes at last. 
Hard Eate was softened for a while toward it^ 
life-long victim ; and side by side sat the two 
bereaved women, each striving to comfort the 
other, after woman's fashion, by panting in its 
brigbiesl colors that dead Fast which both de- 
plored. Begotten of their common sorrow. Love 
prang up between them, anion one side confi- 
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dence ; and into Mrs. Basil's hungry ears Harry, 
for the first time, poured the story of hor conrt- 
sbip. Bichard's deaih had cemented between 
them the bond which it would seem to have de- 
Btrojed. The fetal letter lay open on Harry's 
lap, but the envelope had fallen on the fioor. 
Stooping to pick it up, she found something still 
within it — some folded slips from a local newspa- 
per, with an account of the inquest, the details 
of which the Eovemor's clerk had, perhaps hu- 
manely, preferred Ui communicate In that form, 
to be read or not as the mother's feelings might 
dictate to her. The two women read it together, 
not aloud, for neither had the voice for that. 
With most of the evidence there recounted we 
are already ^miliar. It was proved Chat No. 
421 had long been in a desponding, brooding 
Mate; bnt, as only a year intervened between 
the expiration of his term of punishment, hts nt- 
tempt 10 escape was ahnost unaccountable, and 
certainly unparalleled. No punishment was im- 
pending over him. The opinion of the authori- 
ties was expressed that the convict's reason was 
nnbinged. The method of obtaining liis fhiedom 
showed indeed considerable cunning, but also an 
audacity that was scarcely consistent with sanity. 
The height of the prisoner was known, and his 
proportionate reach of arm ; and it seemed in- 
credible how !ie could have sncceeded in reach- 
ing the parapet above bis cell window ; in that 
attempt he must have risked certain death. His 
descent from the roof was explained by lie pres- 
ence of the rope. The immediate means by 
which be snrmounted the external wall were, of 
course, evident enough, since the rope was there 
also; but the question was, how did it conie 
there? The prisonermnst have been assisted bj 
eome one outside the wall. The warder who 
fired the shot which aubseqnently proved fatal 
had seen but one man ; but the night was dark, 
and the whole affiiir had p^sed vety rapidly. 
Indeed, the convict had only fully shown himself 
when at the top of the wall, and the musket had 
been f red almost at a venture. On the alarm 
being given, pursuit was at once attempted ; 
but, under cover of the night, the fugitive bad 
gained Bergen Wood, The next morning bis 
footsteps were traced so far, and it was proved 
that he was unaccompanied. A cordon was 
placed round the wofKl, and the place itself 
thoroughly searched for many days. It was 
deemed certain, from the report of the sconts who 
were made use of on such occasions, that the 
convict had not left that covert to seek shelter 
in any hamlet in the neighborhood; Ibe 
was therefore still coniion«l. Not, howeve , 
til three weeks afterward was Ko. 421 discov- 
ered. It was supposed that the unhappy fng^l 
had died of his wounds upon the very night of 
his escape, for the body was so decomposed that 
it couid never have been identified but for ' 
convict clothes ; the nights had been wet a 
tempestuous, and it lay in an nnsheltered p 
of the wood, a mere sodden heap of what had 
been once humanity. The bullet that had been 
the caase of death was, however, detected in the 

What an end to the high-spirited, handsome 
lad that had been the pride of his mother, the 
joy of his betrothed! What wonder that they 
sat over the bald record of it with bowed-down 
facts, and filled up the gaps with only too eusih 



magjncd horrors 1 Each kept hold of (he olh- 
ir'a hand, as though in sign of the dread bond 
between them, and sat close to one anoilier in 
silence. Presently Harry started up, at the 
sound of a latch-key in Ibe house door. 

" That is Solomon," cried she. 

"Impossible," said Mrs. Basil. " He told ma 
Imselfthatbe should stop for the last day's sale, 
and to-day is but the fifth. " 

"Hush! it is." 
es, it was certainly Solomon's voice in tlio 
passage ; and apparently, by the answering tone, 
' 1 bad a male companion with him. 

Hany seized the letter, with its inclosures, 
and thrust them into her bosom, which, full of 
grief for his victim, seemed to spurn her hus- 
band's approach. Theft she beard him calling 
her impatiently, as was his wont, from the fool 

Harry, come down ; I have brought a gen- 

lau home with me. Let's have something to 

It once, will youf" 

Answer him — answer him !" gasped Harry. 

could not speak ; her tongue seemed para- 
Mrs. Basil rose at once, walked with steady 
ep to the door, and opened it. " Your wife is 
here, Mr. Coe. I am glad you ai'e come home, 

ibe is far from well, and I was getting ijuite 

ous about her." 

She iimst be ill," grumbled Solomon, "not 

e able to say ' Here,' when I am breaking a 
blood-vessel with holloing to her in the attics. 
Come in here, Sir." This to his companion — a 
man considerably his senior, thin and spare, who 
stood, peering curiously at the landlady. "I am 
sony'to see you unwell, wife. I have brought a 
friend to stay with us for a day or two. Mr. 
Hobert Balfour— Mrs. Coe." 



CHAPTER SL. 

A PHOIECTED 

bynomeani 
physical condition m which a lady should be who 
is called upon to play the part of hostess, Hany 
was not displeased thai Solomon had not return- 
ed alone. The presence of this stmnger, whom 
she greeted mechanically, and almost without o 
glance at his features, was welcome to hei', be- 
cause it was likely to distract from herself her 
husband's regai'ds. What she would like to have 
done H'onid have been to shut herself np alone in 
her chamber, to weep and pray. As it was, she 
had to be cheerful, to affect an interest in her 
husband's late expedition, and pleasure at Ms 
unexpected return. Mrs. Basil was here invalu- 
able; jou would never have imagined that it was 
the same woman — so stricken and full of anguish 
but a few minutes before, and now so self-pos- 
sessed and cheerfuL But she had been used to 
playing parts throughout her lilfe, and acting was 
easy to her. She dreaded silence, lest with it 
should come observation and reraark upon the 
a^tation and distress only too visible in Harry's 
countenance ; and yet it was difficult, even iur 
her, to keep up the hall of small-talk, for Solo- 
mon was always slow and scant of speech, and 
the new-comer rarely opened his mouth, and 
then only to utter a monosyllabic. His manner. 



vGooi^lc 



BRED m THE BONE. 



US 



was embarrassing; lie turned his white and 

ly face from one woman to the other, like an 

on, but with a weird and searching gaze. 

They had never eo much as heai'd his name 
before, for Eichard had been caulious never to 
mention Balfour in bis letters, since they were, 
of iKiurse,|)eiasedby the authoritiee, and friend- 
ships were not eneoutaged. at Lingmoor ; but, on 
the other hand, it was evident that tliese ladies 
had an interest for the visitor. Presently, while 
they were yet all below stairs, arrived Charles 
and Agnes, which effected, indeed, diversion 
enough, but also a great disturbance and altera- 
tion for ihs ivorse in Mr. Coe'a temper, Ko 
suoner, as it seemed to him, had hts back been 
turned, then, than the intimacy between this gill 
and his son, which he had strictly forbidden, had 
been recisnmenced, and with the connivanee and 
eiicourageraent of his wife t<x>, or else how should 
the lad dare thus U> bring her home? For the 
first time Solomon was openly rade to Agnes; 
and the lattoi', being a girl of spirit, resented it 
jij quietly li^ng to depart. Charley, rash and 
impetuous, rose to accompany her. Solomon 
stormed disjileasnre ; and it seemed that the 
presence of the visitor would have been whoUy 
inadequate to prevent a femily scene, when Ag- 
nes herself interposed with dignity. "Ho, 
Charles ; I would rather go alone. If your fe- 
tlier objects to my presence hei'e, it shall not be 
intruded ; and if he considers vour companyn con- 
descension, I can not accept It upon such terms." 

Cliarles would have taken her arm, in defiance 
of all consequences, and led her off under Salo- 
mon's nose ; btit tliis opposition on her part of- 
fended htm. He was dmost as angn with her 
for thwarting him as he was with his fether. It 
was a triangular duel, the combatants In which 
were narioivly watched by the disregarded stran- 
ger. When Agnes got her way and departed, 
"That's a girlofcharacter," observed he, with a 
cynical Smile. 

"She is a girl without a penny," answered 
Solomon, gloomily, with a scowl at his 
' ' upon whom this young fool wishes to throw 
himself away." 

"Whfttl 60 early?" obsen'ed Mr. Balfour, 
good-humoredly addresang Cliarles. ' ' When I 
was your age, I thought of enjoying Lfe, am 
of marriage. I don't wonder, however, that any 
girl should strive to enslave so handsome a young 
fellow RE your son, Sir. It is quite natural, and 
there is no need to blame her, and fiir less him 

Ashamed, periiaps, of having exhibited such 
violence of temper before his guest, Solomon was 
miy willing to be mollified, and grimly smiled 
approval of these sentiments ; Charles, too, 
though fiJly resoli-ed to set himsdf right with 
Agnes on the morrow, was not displeased with 
tlie visilnr'a remark ; hnt the two women justly 
i^seoied it as an impertinent freedom. Xf 
Charles's thoughts had not been so preoccupied 
with his owu wrcuigs— the deprivation of his Ag- 
nes's society, which he had promised himself for 
the rest of the day, and the snub which he con- 
ceived she had administered to him — he would 
have noticed too, for he was by no means want- 
ing in observation, that the new-comei^s manner 
to his hostess and Mrs. Basil was not what it 
should have been. It was not absolutely rude, 
hut it was studiously careless of their presence. 
He no longer stared at them as at firsi, but, 



the contrary, seemed to ignore the fact of their 
existence— never addressed them; and if either 
spoke to him, rephed as briefly as possible, and 
then tamed at once to SohDinon or his son. Mrs. 
Basil concluded that he was a vulgar fellow, 
who. Laving penetration enough to discover that 
the males bad the upper hand in the establish- 
ment, did not give himself the trouble to concili- 
ate lie less important membei^ of it; but Har- 
ry, always timid and suspicious, was alarmed at 
him ; his air had, in lier eyes, something hostile 
in it as well as contemptuous. She could nc 



which already had superseded that of Mrs. Basil. 

That Solomon should no longer take pains to 

make himself agreeable to the latter, now that 

lad obtained from her his object, was, to any 

who knew his character, explicable enough ; 

but why should this stranger have taken her 

place as his counselor and friend ? Tlie idea of 

some personal advantage was, of course, at the 

bottom of it ; but it was clear, not only to eoge 

Mrs. Basil, but even to Harry — since even a m(4- 

erately skillful looker-on sees more of the game 

than the best player — that in any contest of wits 

Solomon would have small chance with his new 

friend. . The opinion of Mrs. Ba^ was, that 

Lth the Crompton sale, had been entered into 
by the two men, and that Mr. Balfour wonid in 
the end secure the oyster, 'while Mr. Coe was left 
with the shell. But Harry had darker forebod- 
ings still; she was instinctively confident that 
there was enmity at work in the new-comer, as 
well as the readiness common to all speoulators 
to overreach a friend. There was a look in.his 

Callid face, when it gUnced, as he thoi^t un- 
eeded, on dther Charles or Solomon, which, to 
her mind, boded ill. K it did so, it was certain- 
ly nnsnspecled by those on whom it fell. Mr. 
Coe had apparently never found a companion so 
agreeable to him ; and, curiously enough, this 
idea seemed to be shared by Charles. Accord- 
ing to his own account, Mr. Balfour had been 
abroad in Western America for many years, and 
had there retrieved a fortune which, originally 
inherited, had been speedily dissipated in the 
pleasures of the town. His long absence fhtm 
such scenes hadhy no means dulled his taste for 
them, and his conversation ran on little else. He 
had a, light rattling way with him— that, to Har- 
ly's view, resembled youthful spirit no mora than 
galvanism in a corpse resemlios life, and wMch 
was certainly not in harmony with his age and 
appearance — and very graphic powers of descrip- 
tion ; he expressed himself curious about the 
changes in public amusements since he left town, 
near twenty years ago, and seriously placed him- 
self under Charles's guidance on the expeditions 
of pleasure for which the latter was always ready. 
To this, strangely enough, Solomon made no ob- 
jection, notwithstanding that his own purse- 
strings had to he drawn pretty wide to supply 
these extravagances. His new friend had only 
to suggest that he should give the lad a iive- 
pouod note to enjoy himself with, and the thing 
was done at once. 

As for himself, Mr. Balfour seemed to be made 
of money, so freely did he spend it ; and if he 
did not offer the use of his purse to his young 
comfanion, it was only, as he told him, because 
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he feaved to offend his pride. "Besides," said 
he,H-hen they were alone together on one of these 
expedidons of amusement, from which Solomoni 
whose notions of enjoyinenl were mainly confined 
to moncj-malting, always excused himself upon 
pretense of having bnsiness to do, "it is only 
right jocr falhec should be made to fork ont ; he 
is as rich as Crcseus. It is quite unreasonable 
that he should stint jou in enjoyment when, one 
day or another, jou will have all the pleasures of 
life to pick and choose from." 

It would have tested Solomon's new -bom 
friendship severely if he could have heard-Mr. 
B^four dilate npon this topic, which he did with 
such earnestness and fervor that the lad whs soon 
convinced of those great expectations which the 
cautious reticence of his parents had so long con- 
cealed from him. On the other hand, Charley's 
companion deduced an argument from tliis fuir 

trospeet which was not so welcome to the lad; 
e maintained that, under the drenm stances, it 
would be madness to risk his father's displeasure 
by nniting himself irretrievably to Agnes, or to 
any other young woman. ' ' My good offices will 
be always at your disposal, my lad," urged he, 
gravely, ' ' and I don't deny that, at present, I 
have considerable influence with Mr. Coe; but it 
would not he proof against so flagrant an act of 
disobedience as that which yon contemplate. The 
great bulk of his properly is at his own disposal ; 
and his natiu'e, if I may speak plainly to you in 
so important a matter, is obstinate and implaca- 
ble. At all events, there is no hurry, since you 
and this charming young lady are but boy and 
girl at present. Life is uncertain, and you may 
be your own master any day ; wait till yon are 
so, or wait for a little, at all events, to see what 
may turn up ; and in the mean time, lad, eigoy 
yourself. " The last part of Mr. Balfour's advice, 
St all ei'ents, was palatable enough, and that 
much of it Charles accepted; in doing which, as 
was anticipated, the whole intention of his Men- 
tor became fulfilled, flanged in dissipation, the 
foung man thought less and less of his love; gave 
imself littie trouble, thongh he still avowed his 
unalterable attachment, to set himself right with 
her; grew more and more dissatisfied with his 
own home, at the same time that that of Agnes 
became less and less attractive ; and, in short, he 
drilled away daily &rther and &irther from the 
safe moorings of love and duly. 

Harry percaved all this with a dread so deep 
that it even drove her to invoke her husband's aid 
against this man, who, inexplicable as hie hostility 
might be, was bent, she firmly believed, upon the 
ruin of her darling boy. With Solomon, as she 
well knew, the &ct of his son's dissipation was 
not likely to move him to interfere ; he saw that 
the companionship of BalfOHC was gradually pro- 
dacing an estrangement between Charles and the 
portioidess artist's daughter, and so br he cord- 
ially approved of it, nor cared to question by 
what means this new iViend made himself agree- 
able. She had no argument available except 
that of expense, and, to her astonishment and 



reply, "and mind your own business. It is quitt 
true the lad's throwing my money in the gutter at 
a flue rate ; but In (he end I shall get it all back 
again, and more with it. This Balfour takes me 
for a foolish doting (lather, but hs shall pay iiir all 



himself before I've done with him, I throw a 
sprat to catch a whale ; and neither you nor any 
other fool shall interfere with my tishing." 

Ilarry dared not say more ; her husband had 
been in the worst of humors evet since he had 
returned froni Ciompton, and was all the mora 
brutal and tyrannical to her that he had to be 
civil and concihatory to his new frifend, and invol- 
untarily indulgent, upon his account, to Charles. 
The unhappy mother was powerless to check the 
evU llie groivth of which was so patent to ber 
loving instinct, and there was none to whom she 
could took for help. Mrs. Basil had no longer 
any influence with Solomon, and, besides, she was 
seriously ill, and had now been confined to her 
ovm room for weeks. *In her extremity, Harry 
had even resolved to make a personal appeal to 
tbis man Balfour ; to ask him in what her bus- 
band had injured him, W adjure him to for^ve 
the wrong, or at least not to visit it upon her 
Charley's innocent head. But she shrank with 
an inexplicable terror from putting tbia design 
into effect; slie felt she should humiliate herself 
to no purpose ; he wonid deny, in his cold, cyn- 
ical way, that he entertained any thing but friend- 
ship for her astute husband and aftection for her 
bright and impulsive son. Besides, to say truth, 
she was afraid to speak with the man ; and she 
had a suspicion that this weird and shadowy fear 
was in some degree shared by Mrs. Basil; at 
times she even imagined that it was not so much 
mdisposition as a desire to avoid his presence 
that caused the landlady to absent herself from 
the family circle. 

Mr. Coe, at all events, entertained no such 
prejudice adjust his guest ; day by day he grew 
more communicative with him, and more so- 
licitous to hear his opinions, widi which he sel- 
dom felled to agree. The two men were in re- 
ality, as it was easy to see, as opposite in charac- 
ter as the poles. Mr. Balfour was, and apparent- 
ly always had been, a man of pleasure | but he 
had seen men and cities, and his remarks were 
shrewd, and selfish, and worldly-wise enough. 
It was rarely that his talk ever strayed to mat- 
ters of business, so that Solomon was perforce a 
listener; but that iinambitioas port he played to 
admiration. 

Upon one occasion, however, thdr after-din- 
ner converse happened to turn upon partner- 
ships ; Solomon urged their great convenience, 
how one man brought money and the other 
brains, and how pleasant it must be for the former 
to live at ease while the latter gathered honev for 
him, both for present use and for the wintry 
store. He rose with the faraihar subject to quite 
a flight of poetry. 

Mr. Balfour, with half-shut eyes and a mock- 
ing smile, dilated upon the sentiment involved in 
such conununities of enterprise, the sympathy 
idered by them, and the happy social ^ects 
were produced by them. His host either 
did not, or would not, percrive that these re- 
marks were Ironical, and pursued the subject to 
its details, proportions of profits, balance-sheets, 
3te., until Charles rose with a yawn, and left his 
two elders together. 

"Well, Balfour," said Solomon, frankly, as 
»on as they were alone, " this talk reminds me 
of the matter that first introduced ns to one an- 
other— yoar purchase of that outlying bit of the 
Crompton property, Wheal Danes," 
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"Ay," replied tlia other, carelessly lighting 
another cigar. It waa qiiiW wonderful M) see 
how many cigars Mr. Balfour got through daily ; 
you might hare almost ihought that he had been 
denied tobacco for years by his physician, and had 
only JHst been permitted to resume the habit. 

" Yea ; you disappointed me Ihore immensely, 
I mast confess. I vent down to the sale ou 
purpose to secure it." 

' ' So you told me, or, at least, so I guessed 
from your nanuet ; and yet I don't know why 
you should have been so sweet upon it. It's only 
a bare bit of ground witli a round hole in it, 
close by the sea." 

"That's all," said Solomon, puffing at his 
clay pipe. "What on earth conlil have made 
yon bny it?" 

" Well, I told yoa onee. I lost my yacht off 
Turlock, when coming to England last autumn, 
and very nearly my life with it. When one 
escapes with a whole skin from sncb a storm as 
wrecked ma there, the Ih-st piece of diy land one 
comes to seems very attractive. I happened to 
bo cast ashore beneath that very spot, and so I 
took a fancy to it. If I had been a good Papist 
I should have built a chapel there to my patron 
saint in gratitude for my preservation ; as it 
was, I resolved to erect a villa for myself there. 
It will have an excellent view, and the situation 
is healthy. If you seek for any other reason for 
iha purchase, I have none to give yoa ; it was a 
whim, if you like, but then I can afford to in- 
dulge my whims." 

' ' This one cost you a good deal however ; 
yougavefivehundredpoundsfo ddyou ot " 

Balfour nodded assent. 

"A great sum for a fe baiTen acres said 
Solomon, thoughtfully. 

"Yes; and so the tnseea of the estae 
thought, Mr. Coe. They ci ed h mj offer 
sharp enough, and withdrew the lo f om publ c 
competition ; else, perhaps I should ha e got it 
cheaper." 

"Not if I had been bidding against yon," ob- 
served the host, significantly. 

"Yoa don't say so! You were never ship- 
wrecked thereabouts, were yon ? Oh, I remem- 
ber ; you were brought up in the neighborhood. 
You had some tender recollection of the spot, 
perhaps, with rektion to madame up stab's. 
What creatures of sentiment vou men of busi- 

"I did live near the spot," said Solomon, 
slowly, " though I should deceire you if I pre- 
tended that that had any tlimg to do with my 
wish 10 possess it." 

"You would not deceive me, my good friend," 
iinswered Balfour, coolly; "but, as you were 
alraut to say, it would not be frank. Let us be 
frank and open, above all things." 

"I wish to be so, I assure yon," was Solo- 
mon's meek reply. "When I ofiered yon a 
hundred pounds for your bargain, I think I show- 
ed yoa that deception was no part of my natnre. 
In all matters ot^business I always go straight to 

"As in the present instance, for example," 
remarked the guest, with an imperturbable 
smile. 

" I am coming to the point, Mr, Balfour — ■ 
once for all. I will give you a thousand pounds 
down for that Crompton lot — twice the money 



that you gave for it within a month; that's 
twelve hundred per cent, per annum. " 

Ealfour shook his head. " I am not a relig- 
ions man, my dear Sir — &r from it. But I be- 
lieve, like Miss Joanna yonder, in inspirations: 
all my whims are inspirations, and therefore sa- 
cred. It was an inspiration that made me buy 
Wheal Danes, and I mean to keep it. If you of- 
fered me tea thousand poimds. Id keep it," 

Solomon was silent for a while, his heavy 
brows knit in thought; then once again he ad- 
vanced to the attack. " You mny keep it, and 
yet share the profit, Mr. Balfour." 

"The profit?" 

' ' Ay, the profit. I told you I was going to 
be ii'ank with you, but yon would never guess 
Itow frank. I am about to put thousands a year 
into your pocket, on condition that jou wiU let 
me fill my own at the same rate. We were 
talkingof partnerships just now; let us he part- 
ners in Wheal Danes." 

"EaUburand Coe sounds natural enough," re. 
tnmed the other, coolly. "But I must hear 
yom' plan." 

"My plan is a secret — invaluable, indeed, as 
snch— bnt which, once told, will bo worth no- 
thing—that is, to jne." 

"You may do as you like, my friend, about re- 
vealing it," yawned Mr. Balfour. " I cave nothing 
for your plan ; only, until I hear it I slick to my 
plot, my lot, my acreage. Tell me the whole 
story without reservation — don't attempt to de- 
ceive me on the shghtcst point — and then you 
shaD have your way. We will divide this land 

more Mkdy, browse like twin donkeys on its 
crop of thistles." 

"I have nothing but your bare word to trust 
to," said Solomon, doubtfully; "but still, I must 
risk it Come, it's a bargain. Then, here's my 
hand upon it " 

"Never mind my hand, my good friend," re- 
turned the other, coolly. "In the part of the 
world from which I hailed last, folks didn't 
shake hands, and I've fallen out of the habit. 
Come, give us this sl«ry of Wheal Danes." 

" It's a very old one, Mr. Balfour, The plot 
of ground you purchased gets its strange name 
from an ancient tin mine that is comprised in it, 
once worked by the Romans, but disused since 
their lime. There are many such in Cornwall." 

" So I've heard," said Balfour, while the other 
sipped his glass. It was curious to contrast tlie 
grave and earnest manner of the host with the 
careless and uninterested air of his guest, who 
presently, as the narrative proceeded, leaned his 
tece upon his hand and gazed into the fire, an 
occasional glance adeways at his companion 
through his fingers alone testifying that bis at- 
tention was still preserved. He never stirred a 
limb nor winked an eyelid when Solomon came 
out with his great secret. 

" This mine that is said to be worked out, Mr. 
Balfour, and which yoa have purchased by mere 
accident, as being in the same lot with your pro- 
posed bnilding-ground, will, I have reason to be- 
lieve, turn out ;a gold mine." 

' ' Yoa don't say so ! I did not know that there 
was gold in Cornwall." 

" There is as good, or at least there are met- 
als that bring gold — tin and copper ; and Whe.il 
Danes is full of the latter. TJhe old Rouwis 
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worked h foi' tin oiily, nnd lofc their prize just 
it was getting to be worth iiavlng. Tliere'a 
copper vein in tlie lowest level of thsi mine that 
may be worth all the old Carew estate." 

" And you have seen this Tein ?" 

" No ; nut my wife's father, John Trevethick, 
lis good a judge aa aay man on earth, or under 
it, Eiw it, and told me of its e^stence on hie 
death-bed — " 

" When did he die, and how ? Was it a lin- 
gering, painfnl death, or was he struck down sud- 
denlj- f " interposed Balfour. " I ask," added he, 
hastily, for Solomon looked up in wonder at his 
companion's vehemence, "hecanse the credibili- 
ty of such a stoiT as you tell me wonld depend 
upon the slate of the man's brain." 

"He did die a painful and a lingering death, 
but his wits were clear enough," answered Solo- 
man. "It was ten years ago, and more, bat I 
mind it as well as thoi^h it was but yesterday — 
indeed, I've thought of little else since. ' The 
best legacy I have to leave you, Sol, lies in these 
last words of mine,' said he ; 'so do you hslen, 
and lay them to heart. ' Then he told me how, 
as a boy, he hod once explored Wheal Danes in 
phiy with olher boys, and fbnnd the copper lode 
in a certain Bpot. He was not so young even 
then hut tliat he knew the value of such a, (Lad, 
and he had held his tongue ; and Ihongh he vis- 
ited the place pretty often— for he couldn't help 
that — he kept ie secret close from that time un- 
t'll his death." 
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yourself, yon think ?" inqnired Balfour, curious] 

" No one to speak of. There was one ffeUi 

vho had an inkhng of the thing, it seems, but 



is dead now. I read of it in the newspaper quiti 
lately. He died in jail, or rather in escaping 
from it, and had never been in a position to profit 
by his suspicion. You may say, in fact, that not 
a living soul besides John Trevethick ever know 
this secret. For fifty years he strove to possess 
himself of this mine ; he even offered for it, val- 
ueless as it was thought to he, four limes the 
money you did; only Carew was mad and obsti- 
nate ; and now, for ten years, I have had my own 
eyes fixed upon it, and got the earliest ncn-s of 
when it was in the market, as I tbouglit, when, 
here, without a hint to guide you, a whifi' of for- 
tune blows it to your hand. It's a bard case I 
call it — devilish hard." 

"Well, it is hard," said Balfour; "that is, 
supposing all you say is true. But frankly, my 
good Sir, I don't believe you. I mean no ofienae ; 
but, since you have not seen the lode with your 
own eyes, you mast pardon me for doubting its 
existence." 

"Well, then, Sir, I have seen it, and that's the 
long and short of it. I would not take such a 
tiling on trust from an angeL " 

"So I suspected," observed Balfour, coolly. 
" But as yon have told me one lie yon may tell 
me another. What ami to believe now?" 

"The mine is yours, Sir," answered Solomon, 
gruffly. " Let us go down together and look nt 
it. If Trevethick and I were mistaken^and I'll 
bet you a thoasand pounds that we were not — 
it is bat coming back again, and — " 

"And being made the kughing-stock of all 
the folks among whom I mean to spend my daj-s," 
interrupted Balfour. "Ko, no. If we go, I'll 
not have a soul to know of i^ And mind you, 



if this turns out to be a mare's nest,l slia'u't be 
pleased, my friend." 

" It will not do that. Sir, you may take my 
word fbrit,"answered Solomon, earnestly j "and 
as for going irtcog., that matter's easy. I can 
start for Gethin, which is my home, and but a 
stone's-throw from the very place, on pretense of 
bnsinesfl ; and you, a day or two after, may come 
down m the inn at Turlock, just to see your pur- 
chase. Weneed not besomuijias seentogeih- 
er, if you so prefer it." 

"I would much prefer it," observed Balfour, 
sententiously. 

"Very good. Then here's my plan : myfa- 
ther-in-law used to visit Wheal Danes at night ; 
from his doing so, instead of its drawing danger- 
ous attention to the place, as one wonld think, 
the rumor arose that the old mine was haunted ; 
corpse-candles, with no hand to carry them, were 
seen there going up and down the levels, and so 
the poor fools shunned it after dark. Well, let 
M take torch and ladder, and play at coipse- 
condle. What say you ?" 

"Well, I'D come," said Balfour, reluctantly, 
" though I don't much like the chance of being 
made a fool of. What day will suit you best to 
start? All's one to me." 

" 111 start to-morrow," said Solomon, with ex-, 
eitement. " Do you come down, asif intoMid- 
landshire, on Friday ; that's an unlucky day with 
Tinlock folk, but not with you, I reckon ?" 

You're right there, man," answered Balibnr, 
slowly. "Well?" 

On Saturday, at midnight, I will meet you 
at the old pit's mouth. Come, theie's my hand 

This time Balfour took his companion's hand, 

id griped it firmly. 

"Then, that's a bargain, partner," cried Sol- 

non, gayly. " Fill up your glass. Here's luck 

the old mine!" 

"Here's lack," echoed Balfour, looking stead- 
ily at his host, " and to our next merry midnight 
meetmg!" 

" Ay, good ! Here's luck 1" quoih Solomon. 



CHAPTER XLI. 

Solomon stHrted for Gethin on the ensuing 
oming; but his wife did not,, as usual, find his 
departure a relief, since Balfour remained he- 
hind. Her last inatractions from her husband 
were to treat this unwelcome guest with marked 
consideration, and to let him have his way in 
■ery thing. He also hinted, though it was 
scarcely necessary to insure her obedience, at 
certain brilliant prospects which were about to 
present themselves, through Balfour's means, if 
he were only kept in good-humor. Hany would 
have much preferred to relinquish Ids favor at 
the price of his absence ; but not so her son. 
Notwithstanding the disparity in their ages, he 
and this new acquiuntance were already fast 
friends. The latter had laid himself out to please 
" .d,andhadsucceeded; prtly, perhaps, from 
the very novelty of compannmship, for Charley 
knew no one in town, and was tired of taking his 
lire therein alone, but chiefly through bis 
of Bgieeable anecdotes, all illustrative of 
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the enjoyments wliich weallh conferred, with 
wLi::1i Balfour tickled liis ears. 

"In a few years — perliaps sooner, who knows 7 
— b1! these things of wMch I speak will be within 
Tonr own means. You will be rich ; and he who 
is ED can please himself in almost e\eTj thing. 
Yon can then marry your Agnes, if you will, 
without fear of being disinherited; or, what is 
better and more likely, you may choose from a 
score of Agneseg, or even take them all." 

He had a light amusing way with him, this 
Baltbur, that hid the cynicism which would otb- 
erwise have jarrod upon his young companion ; 
for Charles, though sellish and fond of pleasure, 
was good-natiired, and had not reached that pe- 
riod of life when our sherry must needs not only 
be dry, but liave hitlers in it. He was geuainoly 
fond of his mother ; yet even in this short time 
Balfour, as she well knew, had taught him to dis- 
obey her ; not setting her at open delinnce, in- 
deed, but regarding her advice and remonstrances 
with a sort of lender contempt. She meant all 
for his good, his Mentor admitted, but women had 
not much knowledge of the world ; and if a yonng 
man was not to be his own master at eighteen, 
he mnst look to be in leading-strings all his life- 
Harry perceiTed her darling's plastic nature 
changing daily for the worse in the hands of this 
crafty potter; and though it was an adnussion 
humiliating to her, as a mother, to make, she 
made it to Mrs. Basil in ber sick-room. 

"Mr. Balfour is doing my Charley harm," she 
said. "He is an altered boy already, and yet my 
husband talks as thongli we are never to be rid 
of the man. What money, what g^n, can ever 
compensate for the demoralization of onr child?" 

"Nothing, indeed," said Mrs. Basil, quietly. 
"But have ii little patience. Is not this gen- 
tleman going on Friday ?" 

' ' Yes ; but he will come hack asoio. It is only 
some business that calls him into Midlandshire. 
He does not even take all his luggage away. I 
have n greni. mind to tell him point-blank that his 
presence in this house — at all events in Mr. Coe's 
absence — is nnwelcome; but I dare not do it; J 
am afraid." 

"Yes, your husband would he very angry, 
ivithout doubt," said Mrs. Basil, thoughtfully. 

"Thatisnotit. I am afraid of the man him- 
self. He reminds me of tliat hateful creature — 
what is he ?— in the opera, for which Mr, Aird 
gave us thi tickets, and which Agnes went with 
Es to see — Mephistopheles." 

"Whata strange fancy] 
pleasure-jaded man. If I wa 
speaktohim myself; hut you 
so; that is your husband's plac 
him here. Let things be " 

Harry sighed, but perfo 
came; and Mi . Balfour went ns he hnd designed, 
but not without stating at breakfast his ' 
of returning on the ensuing Monday or 
at latest, and even making an engagement with 
Charley to spend the latter evening with him at 
^le theatre. 

" Do yoa happen to know when my husband 
will be home ?" iuqaired Harry, timidly. 

" No, madam. He was good enough to say, 
however, that his absence was to make no differ- 
ence as to my remaining here as his guest." 

Tliis reply, which might easily havi, been modu 



lot so ill I would 

who has brought 
3 they ari> till Fri- 



offonaive, was delivered with the most studied 

her ; for it had answered the very objection which 
she had intended to imply. She felt herself not 
only defeated, but reproved. 

' ' Let us hope you will both return together," 
B^d she. 

ot think that very probable," answered 
Mr. Balfour, slowly. 
An hoar Uter and he had departed, his hoat- 
s. nnder pretense of being engaged with her 
sick friend up etaira, not having so much as 
sliaken his hand. Charles, indignant at this 
slight, would have accompanied him to the rail- 
way station, bnt Balfour would not hear of it. 
For this he had two iwisons : in the iirst place, 
ixious to keep bis route secret; and 
t was a part of his system to give the 
1 no sort of trouble or inconvenience 
^ount. Ue wished every association 
that linked them together to be one of pleasure. 
Mrs. Basil, as we have said, had not made !ier 
appearance that morning below stairs ; she was, 
better, but rather worse; that news 
from IJngmoor, outwardly home so wall, had 
shaken her to the core. Still, no sooner had 
Balfour left than she made shift to rise, and 
down to dinner. Site discussed with 
Charley, who had a considerable regard for her, 
the character of their late guest — not with hostil- 
, as his mother was wont to do, hut with the 
of one who asks for information, and has con- 
fidence in the verdict which she seeks. Th? lad, 
flatl«ied by this implied compliment to his sa- 
gacity, answered het questions readily enough. 
He praised his friend, of com'se, and mought he 
praised him even when he spoke ill of him. He 
repeated his pungent sayings, and served up his 
anecdotes— such of them as wore adapted, at least, 
■s of the ladies — anew. By this means 
he hoped to bring his hearers to a better opinion 
" so capital a fellow ; and in Mrs, Bnsil's case 
apparently succeeded. His mother still reit- 
erated her opinion that Mr. Balfour was a dan- 
rsonage, and not a fit companion for 
any young man. Cliarles smiled at this, for it 
was the almost literal fulfillment of a prophecy 
which Balfour had made to him, and believed 
that gentleman's sagacity, accordingly, more 
than ei-er. Women were so ludicrously preju- 
diced; the fiict of Mrs. Basil's — "the white 
witch" — not bdng so was an exception that 
proved the rule. She had been evidently inter- 
d in his anecdotes, of one of which she liad 
1 requested to hear the particulars twice over; 
that, in his own judgment, it was the best, 
but, being of a weird sort, it had probably struck 
her ftncy. It had lost in the telling, too— for he 
did not pretend to have the pit of narrative, as 
Mr. Balfour had — and his motlier had seen in 
the story in question notliing at all. 

Mrs. Basil tame down stiurs no more after 
that evening. She grew worse and worse, and 
was not only conHned to her room, bnt to ber 
bed. Harry was not much with her ; she seized 
with avidity this opportunity of being alone with 
Charley to undo, as far as she could, Mr. Bal- 
four's work with him. This was not hard, for 
the boy was a creature of impulse, and swayed 
for good or ill with equal ease. But she discov- 
ered that it would be useless to attempt henee- 
iarth to conceal from him the nature of his future 
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pi'ospects. He was now firoily conviiited tbat 
he was the heir to a large fortune, and she regret- 
ted too late that she had left the disclosure to a 
Etrarger. What grieved her much more, and 
with reason, was that an 'attempt which she now 
mado to bring the influence of Agnea to hear 
npon him proved nnsucce^sfut ; the girl resolnte- 
Ij r^sed to come to the house in the absence of 
its master, and coutrary, as she knew, to his ex- 
press commandment. Charley himself, too, whose 
visits to Mr. Aird's studio had been intermitted 
for some time, was recfflved in Soho with cold- 
ness. It was not in Harry's nainre to nnder- 
Etand this independence of spirit, and she deeply 
deplored it on her son's account She had 
looked to this young girl to he Ms guardian an- 
gel, and had never anticipated that she could 
posablj decline to watch over a chai^ so pre- 
cious. She wonld not allow, even to herselt that 
her sou's own condact was as much the cause of 
this as her husband's ill faror ; but slie saw in it, 
clearly enough, the mark of the cloven hoof, the 
work of Balfour. 

Sick Mrs. Basil could ^ve her small comfort, 
though she did not attempt to defend their late 
visitor, as she had eo uttwarrantably appeared to 
do when discnesinH him with Charley. 

"The man is gone, my dear," said she, weari- 
ly; "perhaps he may never come back: lee ns 
not meet troubles holt-way. Charley has a kind, 
good heart" — for "the white witch" ehowed 
great tivor to die lad at all times — "and all will 
comeright at last" 

She seemed too ill and weary to argue the 
ma e and Harry left her, as she thought, to 
repose No sooner was she gone, however, than 
he I sed lids of Mrs. Basil were opened wide, 
and e ealed a sleepless and unntterable woe. 
He harp pinched face showed pain and fear. 
H pa hed lips muttered nnceasingly words 
hke hese which were, perhaps, the ravings of 
h fe e d brain : " 1 am sure of it now, quite 
sure , those slags, those stags 1 There is no 
room for hope. His heart has become a stone, 
which no power can soften. It is nc use to 
speak, or rather I am like one in a dream who 
watches mm'der done, and can not cry out." 



CilAl'TER SLII. 



Mk. Balfocr — for so we must call him now, 
since he is attired respectably, travels iirst-class, 
and, moreover, even looks like a gentleman — did 
not go to the Midlands, as he had given out was 
his purpose, but took his ticket to Plymouth, 
10 which place the ri^lway had just extended in 
those days. He bought neither book nor news- 
paper, hut sat in the comer, with his hat drawn 
over his eyes, for the whole nine hours, thinking. 
From Ptjinoalli he posted to Tnrlock, where he 
arrived late at night, and without having broken 
fast since morning. He took no pains eith 
divulge or conceal his name ; he asked no ■ , 
tions, nor was asked any except "whether he 
preferred to sleep between sheets or blankets"- 
for Turlock was still an oulKif-the-way region 
and the little inn about three-quarters of a cen 
tury behind our modem caravansaries, with thei 
"<^ily fly-bills" and "electric bells." 



After dinner, which he scarcely touched, he 
wandered out — it was Ids habit to do so, as he 
told the hostler, who was also the night-chnm- 
berlain — and did not return till long after mid- 
night. He observed, as he gave the man half 
a orown ftir sitting up for him to so late an hour, 
that the moon looked very fine upon the sea. 

" Ton must he a pointer, I guess, Sir," said the 
hostler, with a grin of intelligence. 

"Whyf" asked Balfour, shai'ply. "^Vhnt 
makes you think that?" 

" Well, Sir," returned the man, apologetically, 
"I mean no offense; but it is always the gentle- 
men-painters — or, at least, so they say at Gethin, 
and I wish more of 'em came here— as is so free 
with their money, and so fond of the moon." 

"Lunatics, eh?" said the new arrival,'with a 
loud, quick laugh. " Well, I'm no painter, roy 

Then he took his candle and retired to his 
. . »m, but not to bed. He disarranged the bed- 
clothes and rumpled the pillow; then walked soft- 
ly to and fro in hb slippers mitil morning. On 
the following day he made no attempt to visit 
his newly acquired property, but strolled about 
tlie harbor, or stood, in sheltered and, therefore, 
secluded pkces in the rocks, watching the winter 
His meals at the inn were sent down fil> 
as they were served up, yet he showed no 
sign of weakness or fatigue, hut in tlie evening 
saihed forth as before. Tlie night was i-ery 
cloudy, with driving showers, and the landlady 
good-naturedly warned him of the danger of ven- 
turing on the cliff-path, which was narrow, and 
had been broken in places by a late storm. 

"I will take care," said he, mechanically. 
Perhaps you would like supper — some cold 
meat, or something — since jon have eaten so 
little, placed in your sitting-room against your 

"Yes, yes,"said he, approi-ingly; "you are 
right; I shtjl donbtless be hungry to-night." 
Tlien he went out into the bleak, black nighti 

He hung about the harbor as before until 
near eleven, when all the Ughts of the little town 
had faded away, save that at the inn, which was 
burning for him alone ; then he climbed the cliff, 
and pushed southward along the very path against 
the dangers of which he had been cautioned. 
He walked fast, too, with his gaze fixed before 
him, like one who has an appointment of imports 
anee for which there is a lear of being late. 
Presently he struck inland over the down, when 
he began to move less quickly, and to peer cau- 
tiously before biia AH was dark ; the grass on 
which he tiod seemed to be black, nntil he sud- 
denly arrived at a large circular patch of it which 
was black, and made the surrounding soil less 
sombre by contrast This was the mouth of a 
great pit ; and he sat on the brink of it, with his 
face to seaward, and hii ear in his hollowed hand, 
listening. Nothing was to be heard, however, 
but the occasional scud of the rain, and the 
ceaseless roar of the now distant waves. Far 
out to sea there was a round red light, which 
fell npon him at regular intervals, its absence 
making the place which it had filled more dark 
than elsewhere. Ithada weird effect, as though 
EOmeevil spiritwaskeepingwatchuponhim, but 
he knew it for what it was— the revolving lamp 
of a light-house. Presently, in the same direc- 
tion as the red light, he perceived a white one. 
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which, though moving slowly, ivas certainly ad- 
vancing totvai'd him ; nor did it, like the other, 
become obscure. 

" He ia coming," said Balfonr to himself, with 
a great sigh. Ue hud begun to have doubts of 
the othei''a keeping his appointment; though, 
indeed, it was not yet the time that he had him- 
self fixed for it. The light came on, quite dose 
to the gronnd, and with two motions — across as 
well as along. It was that of a lantern, which 
guided thu£ tlie foolstcps of a tall, stout man, 
nbo bore upon bis shoulders a ladder so long 
that it both projected above his head and tr^led 
behind hun. Balfour rose up, and stood motion- 
less in the path of the new-comer till this light 
fell full upon him, " Hollo !" cried the man, a 
little startled by the white, worn face that so sud- 
denly confronied bim, although he had been 
looking for it. "Is that you, Mr. Balfour?" 

" Yea. Posh I There is no need to mention 

"Quite true. Sir; but yon gave me quite a 
turn," remonstrated tbe other, "coming out of 
the darkness hke a ghost. This Wheal Danes, at 
rnidnight, puis queer thoughts into one's head." 

' ' John Trevetbick was not afridd of coming 
here," obsen'cd Balfour. 

"Well, so he always said. He told me at the 
last that he only pretended to beliei'e in any of 
the foolish stones that folts talk about, and in 
favor of which he used to argne. But he's dead 
and gone, and that don't inake this place less 
nncanity. Nobody since his time has been a-near 
it ; they think be haunts tbe pit, it seems, so everj 
body gives it a wide berth, both ni^t and day. 
We shall see, however, end pretty soon, I hope, 
whether that notion can not be got over. Why, 
in six months' time we ought t« have a hundred 
men at work here. " 

" Lot uB hope so. But in tbe mean time yon 
say nobody comes here even in Ihe daytime, eh?" 

"Never. The place bes out of tbe way, jou 
see : about midway between the chfF-path and 
the road." 

"That's well," said Balfour, mechanicaliy. 
"And you have not been Imbbling to any one 
ofour prospects, Mr. Coe— nor of me, I hope?" 

" Certainly not, Sir ; that was the first article 
ofour partnersbip, as I understood. Not a soul 
at Gelbin has heard a whisper of Wheal Danes, 
or of your coming ; they think I'm fast asleep at 
m; OH-n house, this instant. Bat it's been hard 
work la^ng this corsed ladder up here in such 
a breakneck night as this, Jean tell you, and I 
am glad enough to rest a bit." 

"Well, it's all m'er now, Mr. Coe." 

" Except that I have got to lake it back again," 
grumbled Solomon. 

"True, I had forgotten that. We must not 
leave it here, must we ?" 

" Of course not. I do not complain of tbe 
trouble, however, only you must admit I've kept 
my tryst under some little difficulties, eh, part- 
ner ?" and Solomon chnckled self-approval. 

" Tou will be paid in foil for all, my good Sir," 
answered Balfonr, gravely; "lhBtis,"he added, 
hastily, "if the mine should turn ont as you pre- 
dirt. How deep is it? That ladder of yours 
will surely never reach the bottom." 

" No, indeed. Did I not tell you that there 
are three levels, each about ihe same depth P 
The copper lode lies at the bottom of the last, in 



the norlheastera corner. Tou will find I have 
concealed nothing fram you. Well, I have got 
my breath again now. Are you ready, Mr. Bal- 



yesifirday and hid something." Solomon sealed 
himself npon the edge of tbe pit, with his legs 
hanging over, and began to peer and feel about 

" Take care what jou are at," cried Balfour, 
eagerly; " you may slip down and kill yourself, 
sliding along like that. 

Solomon laughed contemptuously. "Kever 
fear. Sir ; I have had too many mischances with 
mines to tear them. I have fallen down worse 
places, and been shut np in others far deeper and 
darker than Wheal Danes, without food or can- 
die, for a week, and jct lived through it. The 
shaft has not yet been dug, I reckon, as will 
prove — Oh, here's the torch." 

He dragged from under tbe overhanging rim 
of the pit a piece of wood like a bludgeon, one 
end of which w^ smeared with pitdi ; and placing 
the lantern with its back to the wind, pushed the 
stick inside, which came out a Icrch, flaming and 
dropping flame. 

"There's our corpse-candle!" cried Coe, tri- 
umphantly; "that woald keep ns witbout wit- 
nesses, even if any one were so bold as, in a night 
like this, to venture near Wheal Danes, to trespass 
on Tom Tiddler's gronnd, where we shall pick up 
tho gold and the silver. " There was a wild ex- 
citement, quite foreign to his habit, about this 
man, and he whirled the torch about bis head in 
flaring circles. 

"Keep your wits steady, if you please," ob- 
served Balfour, sternly. 

" It is over now, Sir, and I am in the count- 
ing-house again," answered Solomon, submiss- 
ively. "I felt a little exhikrated at the pros- 
pect of plucking a fruit that has been ripening 
for fifty years, that's alL This Wheal Danes is 
the very aloe of mines, and it is about to blossom 
for us only. You had better take Ihe torch your- 
self; tbe lantern will serve for me; but Just show 
a light here while I place the ladder." 



with the rain, and its sheer sides slippery 
with the damps of ages. 

" It would be easy enongh to get down with- 
oat this contrivance," observed Solomon, grimly, 
as he carefully adjusted the ladder, the foot of 
which was lost in gloom ; " but it wonid take us 
some trouble to find oiu' way back again withont 

"In daylight, howei-er, I dare say it looks 
easier," said Balfour, farelessly. 

" It may look so, but it ain t. Nothing bat a 
sea-gull ever goes In and out of Wheal Danes ; 
even the bats keep there, where indeed they are 
snug and warm enongh. " 

"It doesn't feel very warm at present, "replied 
the other, who did not seem to be in a hurry to' 
explore this unpromising territory. 

"Ay, but yon wait till we get to the lower 
level ; }-on might live there, if the rats would let 
yon, for a whole winter, and never need a fire." 

"Oh, there are rats, are there? Why, what 
do thf^ live upon?" 
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"Well, (hat's their look-out," laughed Solo- 
mon ; " they would be very glad to have lu, no 
doubt. It would be only just in my case, for 1 
have lived on them before now; with rata a 
water a man may do very well &r a week 

" What ! there ia water laid on in rhis estab- 
lishment, is there?" 

"So; the low levels ate quite dry. B 
let us see for ourselves. We are losing 
will start Drst, and do jou fotl<>w close upon me, 
bnt withont treading on m; fingers ;" and Solo- 
mon placed his heavy foot upon the first rung. 

"No, no," ssJA Balfour, drawing back; "1 
will not trust myself on the same ladder with a 
man of your wMght. When yon are at the bot- 
tom pve me a call, and then I'll join you." 



he muttered, ' 

all ; so much the better : 

coward for a, partner." 
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n (he gloom. 

Balfour waited, torch in hand, until an "AH 
right," that sounded like a voii;e from the tomb, 
assui^ bim (hat bis companion had reached 
terra firms. Then he descended very carefully, 
and joined him. 

"Stand dose to the wall, Sir, while I move the 
ladder,"8KidCoe; "your head don't seem made 
for these deep places. Ah,herB's the spot. This 
is a drop of twenty feet," 

"And what is the depth of the last level ?" 

" Five-and-twenty. But don't you be afraid ; 
the ladder will just reach it, only yon won't have 
so much to hold on by at the top. It's only the 
getting down that's unpleasant ; you'll find going 
back quite easy work. And then, just think of 
the lode ! " 

Solomon began to he anxious lest his compan- 
ion's fears should induce bim to give up the ex- 
pedition altogether. It had never entered into 
his mind that what was so easy to himself could 
prove so formidable to another ; and, besides, he 
had somehow concluded that Balfour was a man 
of strong nerves. 

"Make haste," said the latter, in the tone of 
one who has achieved some menial victory ; "let 
na go through with it, " 

In the second level it was perceptibly warmer. 
Dark, noiseless objects began to fiit ahoat the 
torch, and once somethmg soft struck against 
Balfour's foot, and then scampered away. 

He looked behind him, and not a trace of light 
was to be discerned, while before him tvas im- 
penetrable gloom, except for the feeble gleam of 
his companion's lantern. Above him the roof 
was just discernible, from which long strings of 
fnngi, white and ehimmy, hnngdown andbmshed 
against his face as he moved Biowly forward. 

" Come on i" said Solomon, impatiently, whose 
spirits seemed to rise in this familiar ncene. "We 
are only a few score yards ftom Golconda." 

Balfour stopped short. "I thought jou said 
there was another level ?" There was a strange 
look of disappointment in his fiioe, and even of 
rage. 

' ' Yes, yes, and here it is," cried the other, put- 
ting down the ladder, which he had carried from 
place lo place. "It is only depth that separales 
us from it. They dug well, those Komans, but 



left off, as you shall see, upon (he very tlireshold 
of fortune. Ton have only to he a liltle careful, 
because the ladder does not quile teach." 

He descended, as before, in advance, while 
Balfour followed slowly and cautiously. " How 
steep and smooth the I'ock is !" observed he, ex- 
amining its surface, 

"Yes, indeed; it is like a wall of marble. But 
what matters that? It baffles the rats, bnt not 
us. Here is the land of gold, here is — What 
the devil are you al?" 

Solomon, in hia impatience, had stridden on 
totheobject of his desires; and Balfour, hailing 
midway in his descent, suddenly retraced his 
footsteps, and having reached the top, was drag- 
ging (he ladder up alter him. 

Solomon heard this noise, with which his ear 
was familiar, and his tone had some alarm in it 
as he cried out, "Isay,uo tricks, Mr. Balfour. " 
There was do reply. Ho hastened back to the 
spot he had just left, and from thence could dim- 
ly perceive his late companion sitting on the i ei^ 
of the steep wall, peering down upon him 

" Come, come, a joke IS a joke remonstrated 
Coe. " What a fellow von are to he at ench 
games when an important mitler ii at stake' 
Why, here is (he lode, man 

" It is very valuable, I date sai Mr Coe hat 
it is worth more to one man than to t vl 

" Gteat Heaven ! what do you mean ? cned 
Solomon, while a sadden sweat bedewed his fore- 
head. "You would not murder a man to dis- 
Bolve a partnership ?" 

" Certainly not. I shall leave him to die, that's 
all. He and the rats will have lo settle it togeth- 
er. Six months hence, perhaps, we may have n 
picnic here, and explore (he place. 'Tben we 
shall find, where you are now standing, some 
well-picked hones and the metal part of your lan- 
tern. That will eanse quite an excitement ; and 
ve shall search further, and in the northeast eer- 
ier there will he found a copper lode. I will 
take your word for that." 

" Mr. Balfour, I am sure yon will not do this," 
pleaded the wretched man. "It is not in man's 
natnre to treat a fellow-creature with such bar- 
barity. Too are tiying to frighten me, I know, 
and I own you have succeeded. I know what it 
is la he shut up in desolate, dark places alone, out 
of reach of snceor; and even for eight-and -forty 
I's or so it is terrible." 

WAaLmust it be, tAen, to suffer so for twenty 
yearst" 

It was a third voice that seemed to wake the 
echoes of that lonesome cavern. Solomon looked 
up in terror, and beheld a third &ce, that of Rob- 
ot Balfour, but transfigured. He held the glow- 
ing brand above him, so that his deep-lined feat- 
could be distinctly seen, and they were all 
let with a deadly rage and malice. Theie 
t fire in his eyes that might well have been 
taken for that of madness, and Solomon's heart 
sank within him as he looked, 

" Mr. Balfbur," said he, in a coaxing voice, 
come and look at yonr treasure. It spaikles 
thelightof my lantern like gold, and you shall 
have it all if yon please ; I do not wish to shaie 
t with you." 

"So you take me for a madman, do you ? Look 
igain ! look fixedly upon mo, Solomon Coe. You 
lo not recognize me even ret ? I do not won- 
der. It is not you tliat are dull, but I (hat am 
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Eo cnanged by wrong and misery. Mj own mo- 
iher does not know me, nor the woman of whom 
jolt robbed mo nineteen jears ago. Yes, vou 
know mo now, I am Richard Yorke !" 

"Mercy, mercyl" gasped Solomon, dropping 
on his knees. 

lUchnrd iaughed long and loud. The echoes <st 
bis gbasllj mirrh died slowly away, and when Ms 
voice was heard again it was stem and solemn. 
" It is my turn at lost, man ; I am the judge to- 
day, as yon were llie witness nineteen years ago 
Who doomed me wrongfully to shame and mis- 
ery. Sight and day I have had. this hour in my 
mind ; the thought of it has been my only joy — 
in chains and darkness, in toil and torment, fast- 
ing and wakeful on my prison pillow, I have 
thought of nothing else. I did not know how it 
would come abont, hnt I was sure that it would 
come. You swore felsely once that I was a thief; 
I am now about to be a murderer, and your whit- 
ening bones will not be able to witness agiuiist 

"I never swore it, Mr. Yorke," pleaded Solo- 
mon, passioTutCely. 

" Your memory is defective," answered Rich- 
ard, gloomily ; " you forget that I was in court 
myself on that occasion. You did yoar very worst 
to blacken me before judge and juiy, and yon suc- 
ceeded." 

" But it was Trevethick^it was father-in-law 
who urged me to do it ; it was indeed. " 

"I know it," relied (he other, coldly; "he 
was a greater vilkin than yourself, but unhappiiy 
an older one. Death has robbed me of bim, and 
made my vengeance incomplete. Still there is 
something left for me. While you die slowly 
here — But no ; I shall wait at Tnrlock for that 
to happen. A strong man like yon, who have 
rats to live upon, may last ten days, perhaps. 
Well, when yon are d«id, I shall return t« your 
London house, and lead your son lo ruin. Ton 
permitted me to begin the work in hopes of get- 
ting half this mine ; I shall finish it while you 
are in sole possession of the whole of it " 

" Devil I" cried Solomon, furiously. 

"The appellation ia a true one, my good Sir; 
bnt I was a man once. Evil is now my good, 
thaidis to your teaching. Look at me— look at 
me, and see what you have brought me (o at ^ght- 
and-thirty ! You almost drove me mad, and it 
was easy, for I had the Carew blood in my veins ; 
bot I contrived to keep my wits for the enjoy- 
ment of this hour. I ftel very old, and have few 
pleasures left, you see. It is impossible, unfor- 
tunately, to return here and see you rot ; there 
would be danger in it ; jnst the least risk in the 
world of somebody coming here to look for us. 
I most be off now, too, fbr there is a worthy man 
sitting ap for me at the inn, and I have got to 
take this ladder back to Getbin." 

A cry of mingled rage and despair burst forth 
irojo Richard's foe. 

" What ! yoa had calculated upon the ab- 
sence of that ladder producing suspicion ? It is 
curious bow great wits jump together : that had 
also struck me. I shall take it back, fbr I well 
know where it ought to he ; I am quite Ibniliar 
with your house at Gethln, as you may remem- 
ber, perhaps. You may keep tbe lantern, which 
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where the rats can not eat It, and it may prolong 
your torments half a day, You can also eat tbe 
horn of the lantern, hat jon will doubtless pre- 
serve that fbr a ioBJie bouche. Yon are not sn- 
perstitious, else I would suggest that your fatiier- 
m-law's spirit is exceedingly likely to haunt that 
northeastern comer down yonder." 

Here there was a dull scrambling noise, a i-io- 
lent struggle as of feet and hands against a wall, 
and then a heavy thud. 

' ' Now that is very foolish of yon, Solomon, to 
attempt to get out of a place whicli you yourself 
informed me could never be escaped from vrith- 
out wings. 1 sincerely hope you have not hurt 
yourself much. I bear j-ou moving slowly about 
again, so I may leave you without aniiiety. 
&iod-by, Solomon." Eicbard waited amoment, 
a frightfnl ligure of hate and triumph, peering 
down into the pit beneath, where alt was now 
dark. "You are too proud to speak to a convict, 
perhaps. Well, well, that is but natural in so 
honest a man. I take my leave, then. You 
have no message, I conclude, for home?" 

An inarticulate cry, like that of a wild animal 
caught in a snare, was the only reply. 

"That is the worst of letting his candle go 
out,"mn3ed Richard, alond; "some rat has got 
hold of him already." Then, with a steady foot 
and smiling face, which showed how all his pre- 
vious Jears had been assumed, he retraced his 
steps, and mounted lo the upper air. The sky 
was clearer now ; and, casting the torch, for 
which he had no further need, iar into the mine, 
and shouldering the ladder, he started for Getbin 
at good speed. It was past two o'clock before 
he reached his inn at Tmlock ; but before he re- 
tired to rest he sat down lo the snpper that had 
been prepared for him, but without the appetite 
which he had anticipated. 



CHAPTER XLIII. 



EoBBBT Balfotjr did not remain 
lock, as he had originally intended, 
tbe vicinity to Wheal Danes was not so i 
to him as he had promised himself that it would 
he, although not for a single instant did his pur- 
pose of revenge relax. Other considerations, 
had be needed them, ivere powerful, now that be 
had taken the first step, to keep bun on that ter- 
rible path which he had so long marked oat fbr 
hims^E To disclose the position of his victim 
now would have been not only lo make void his 
future plans, but to place his own fate at Solo- 
mon's mercy. Yet bo (bund his heart less hard 
than the petrifaction it had undergone, the con- 
stant droppings of wrong and hardship for twen- 
ty years, shonld have rendered it. He did not 
wake until late, and the first sound that broke 
npon his ear was tbe tinkling of the bell of the 
httle church, for it was Sunday morning. He 
compared it fiDr a moment with something that 
he bad been dreaming of: a man in a well chip- 
ping footsteps fi)r himself in the brick wall, up 
which ha chmbed a few feet, and then fell down 
again. Then a pitiful, nnceaslng ciy of " Help, 
help ! — help, help I" rang in his ears, instead of 
tlic voice tliat called people to prayers. Even 
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when that ceased, the wind and rain- 
weather was mild and wet— beating against tiie 
window-pane, brought with them doleful shrieks. 
Sometimes a sudden gust seemed to bear npon it 
confused voices and the tramp of hurrying feet ; 
and then he would knit his brow and clench his 
hand, with the apprehension that they had found 
his enemy, and were bringing him to the door. 
Not the slightest fear of the consequences to 
himselfin such a case agitated his mind; he had 
quite resolved what to do, and that no prison 
walls should ever hem him in again; bat the 
bai-e idea tiiat Solomon should escape his venge- 
ance drove him to the brink of frenzy. He 
would have left the place at once, but that he 
thought the coincidence of his departure with the 
disappearance of his foe might possibly awaken 
suspicion ; so he staid on through the day, wait- 
ing for the news which he knew must arrive 
sooner or later. At noon ha thonght the land- 
lady wore an unusually grave ivir, and ho felt im- 
pelled to ask her what was the matter. But 
then, if there was nothing^if she only looked 
sonr, as folks often did, jnst because it was Son- 
day— she might think him too carious. 

From his window, a little later, he saw a knot 
of people in the rain talking eagerly together, 
and one of them pointing with his hand toward 
Gethin. Bot they were too far off to be over- 
heard, and he did not dare go down and interro- 
gate them. It was his object to appear utterly 
indifferent to local affairs, and as a total stran- 
ger. He felt half stifled within doora, and yet, 
if he shoidd go out, he knew that he would be in- 
controllnbly impelled to take the chff path that 
he had followed the preceding night, to watch 
that nobody came near the place that held his 
prey, and thereby, like the buii who shows her 
nest by keeping guard loo near, attract atten- 
tion. The tidings fbr which he waited came at 
^x o'clock, just as he was sitting down to his 
dinner. TTie parlor-maid who served him had 
that happy and excited look which the possession 
of news, whether it be good or bad, but especial- 
ly the latter, always imparts to persons of her 

"There's, strange news come fi-om. Gethin, 
Sir," said she, as she arranged the dishes. 

" Indeed," said Balfour, carelessly, though he 
felt his brain spin round and his heart stop at the 
same moment. "What is it?" 

" Mr. Coe, Sir, a very rich man— he as owns 
aH Dunloppel — has disappeared." 

"How's that?" 

"Well, Sir, he went to his room last night, 
thej say, at his usual hour, bat never slept in his 
bed, and the front-door was found unlocked in 
the morning, so that he must have gone away of 
himself. That would not be so odd, for he is a 
secret sort of man, as is always coming and go- 
ing; hut he has taken nothing with him; only 
the clothes he stood in." 

"Well, I dare say he has come back again by 
this IJme, my good girl. What's this ? Is there 



ih?" 

"No, Sir; the weather was too bad yesterday 
for catching them, and all last night there was a 
dreadful sea: that's what they fear about Mr. 
Coe— that he has tell into the sea. His footsteps 
have been tracked to the cliff edge, and there 
they stop." 

"Poor fellowl Has he any relatives?" 



" Oh yes. Sir ; a wife and son — a veiy hand- 
me, nice young gentleman." 
"Then his widow will be rich, I suppose?" 
"Oh,pray,don't caliber a widow yet.Sir; let 
. hope her hnsband may be found. It's a dread- 
ful thing to bo drowned like that on a Snnday 
morning ; and tor one who knows the cliff pain 
veil as be did, too. He was a hard man, 
no favorite, but one forgets that now of 

Yon have also fb go n h Harvey S e, 

my good girl ; obligi me b g g i* 

you ?" said Mr. Balf nr beg n ng whit, e 

something wMch did n d hk a psalm 

ne. "Youmnst es n e m h dh dn 

It I had not the plei are o kn wing h gen 

An hour afterward the solitary guest had left 
the inn, and was on his road to Plymouth. His 
departure caused little surprise, for the weather 
was such as to induce no visitor to prolong his 

Whether from his long enforced abstinence 
from society, or from the nnwelcome nature of 
his thoughts, Robert Balfour was always disin- 
cHned to be alone. His expeditions with Char- 
ley in search of pleasure had been, though he did 
not find pleasure, more agreeable to him than the 
being left to his own resources; and now this was 
■e the case than ever. He preferred even sach 

Pmy as that which the smoking-room of an 
afforded to none at all. The voices of his 
fellow-creatures could not shape themselves, as 
every inarticulate sound did to his stiaining ear, 
into groans and feeble cries fbr aid. Not twen- 
ty-fonr honrs had elapsed since his prisoner was 
placed in held, so that such sounds of weakness 
and agony must have been in every sense chimer- 
ical ; and yet he heard them. What, then, if 
these echoes from the tomb should always he 
heard ? A terrible idea indeed, but one which 
repentance. It was not likely that re- 
shonld sefcse him in the very place where 
his hated foe had clutched and consigned hiln to 
Ms living grave. 
The hotel at which be now put np was the 
imo at which he had then lodged; this public 
lom was the same in which he had smoked his 
st cigar upon his fatal visit to the Miners' Bank. 
He had had only one companion then, but now it 
was full of people. By their talk it was evident 
that they were townsfolk, and all known (o one 
another ; in fact, it was a tradesmen's club, which 
the Gewge and Vultare on Sunday nights 
through the winter months. In spite of his will- 
ingness to be won from his thoughts, he could not 
fix his attention on the small local gossip that 
js going on about him. Men came in and ont 
ithout his observing them ; and indeed it was 
not easy to take note of fiices throngb the cloud 
of smoke that filled the room ; he was &st re- 
lapsing into bis own reflections, wondering what 
Solomon was doing in the dark, and if he slept 
much, when an event occurred which ronsedhim 
as thoroughly as the prick of a lance or a sudden 
douche of cold water. 

"Let us have no misunderstanding and no 
obligation- that is my n- 



The speaker was a thin, gray man, whose en- 
trance into the apartment Balfonr had not per- 
ceived, and who was seated in an elevated chair, 
which had apparently been reserved for him as 
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president of the assetnhlj. The face was nnfa- 
milkr, for twenC}' years hitd made an old miin of 
the astute and livel; detective ; but his phrase, 
and the manner of delivering it, identified him at 
once as his old friend Mr. Dodge. 

"It was in this -very room," continued the lat- 
ter, "that I sat and talked with him as Eociahle 

the di 

been npon my mind ever since. I was only do- 
ing my duty, of course, but still it seemed hard 
to take advantagB of each a frank young fel- 
low. As for stealing them notes, it's my hehef 
ho had no more intention of doing it than I 
had." 

"And yet he got it hot at the 'sizes, Mr. 
Dodge, didn't he?" inq^nii'ed one of the com- 

"Got it hot. Sir?" replied Mr. Dodge, with 
dignity; "he got an infamous and most unjostly 
severe sentence, if you mean that. Sir. Of cocrse 
what he did was contrary to law, irat it's my opin- 
ion aa the law was strained ag^n him. There was 
some as swore hard and fast to get him punished 
as knew he deserved no such ireatinent. Why, 
the girl as he loved, and whose pictnre I found 
npon him mysolf when I searched him, and gave 
it him back, too — ay, that I did — even she took 
a false oath, as Weasel himself told me, who was 
his lawyer, and had built np his case with that 
Fame hussy for its comer-stone. Ah!" said Mr. 
Dodge, with a gesture of abhorrence, "if there 
ever was a murdered man, it was that poor young 
fellow, Richard Yorke." 

"But I thought he got twenty years' penal 
servitude," observed the same individual who 
hid interposed before, and whose thankless office 
it eeemcd to be to draw the old gentleman out 
tor the benefit of society. 

" I say he was murdered. Sir. He was shut 
np for nigh twenty yeans, and then shot in the 
back m trying to get away from Lingmoor, It 
was the hardest case I ever knew in all my pro- 
fessional experience. lord, if you had seen him 
-~the handsomest, brightest, gayest young chap! 
And he was what some folks cidl well-bom, too ; 
he was the son— that is, though, in a left-handed 
sort of way, it's trae — of mad Carew of Cromp- 
ton, about whose death the papers were so full a 
month ago or so ; and that, in my judgment, was 
the secret of all his misfortune ; it was the Carew 
blood as did it. To take his own way in the 
world ; to seek nobody's advice, nor use it if . 
'twas given ; to be spoiled and petted by all the ' 
women and half the men as came nigh him ; to 
own no master nor authority ; to act without 
thought, and to scorn consequences— well, ali 
that was bt'ed in Ihe bone with him," 

"Then he had never any one to look after him 
at home, I reckon, Mr. Dodge f " 

"Well, yes; he had a mother; and though 
she was a queer one too, she loved him dearly. 
She was the cleverest woman, Weasel used to say, 
as ever he had to do with ; and a perfect lady 
too, mind you. She worked to get the poor Ud 
off like a slave ; and when all was over, instead 
of breaking down, aa most would, she swallowed 
her pride, and went down on her bended knees 
lo that old miserly devil, Trevethick, the prose- 
cutor, and to his son-in-iaw, Coe, likewise : they 
lived down Cross Key way— where was it?— at 
Gethin— and begged and prayed him to join in 
I 
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petitioning in her son's favor. She got down 
there the very day after his lying daughter was 
married to Solomon Coe, he as has got Dunlop- 
pel, and is' a big man now. But he'll never he 
any thing but a scurvy lot, if he was to be king 
o' Cornwall, I shall never forget the way he in- 
sulted that poor young Mow when he was took 
up. Damme, I would have ^ven a ten-pound 
note to have had htm charged with something, 
and I'd ha' seen that the handcuffs weren't nons 
loo big for his wrists neither." 

"And this Trevethick refused to help theladv, 
did he f" 

" Why, of course he did. He broke her heart, 
poor soul, I saw her when she passed through 
Plymouth afterward, and she looked twenty years 
older than before that trial. Even then she didn't 
give the matter np, but laid it before the crown. 
But poor Yorke had offended govemment — 
helped some fool or another through one of them 
public examinations ; he had wits enough for any 
thing, had that young fellow. But there— I can t 
a-bear to talk about him ; and yet somehow I can't 
help doing on it when I get into this room. He 
sat just where that gentleman sits yonder, I 
think I see him now, smoking the best of cigars, 
one of which he offered to me — for he was free 
as free ; but I was necessitated to restore it, for 
I couldn't take a gift from one as I was just 
a-going to nab. ' Thank yon kindiy, ' says I, 
' but let us have no misunderstanding and no ob- 
hgation,' Poor fellow 1 poor fellow!" 

No more was said about the cose of Richard 
Yorke; but it was evidently a standing topic 
with the chairman of the George and Valtare 
club. A yearning to behold and embrace that 
mother who bad done and suffered so much fiir 
his sake took possession of Richard's soul. His 
heart had been steeled against her when he found 
harbored under her roof the objects ef his lage 
and loathing ; but he felt now that that must 
have come lo pass with some intention of benefit 
to himself. The very truth, indeed, Hashed upon 
him that she entertained some plan of frustrating 
his revenge against ihem, with the idea of pro- 
tecting him from the consequences that were 
hkely to ensue from it ; and he forgave her, 
while he hated his foes the more. He would 
cany out his design to the uttermost, but very 
cautiously, and with a prodence that he would 
certainly not have used bad his own safety been 
alone concerned; and then, when he had avenged 
himself and her, he would disclose himself to her. 
The statement he had just heard affected him 
deeply, but in opposite ways. The justification 
of himself in no way moved him — he did not 
need that ; it was also far too late for his heart 
to be touched by the expression of the old de- 
tective's good-will, though the time bad been 
when he would have thanked Mm for its utter- 
ance with honest tears ; but the revelation of his 
mother's toil and suffering in his behalf reawak- 
ened al! Ills dormant love for her, while it made 
his purpose firmer than ever lo be the Nemesis 
of her enemies and his own. 

As he went to bed that night the clock struck 
twelve. It was just four-and-tweuty hours since 
he had left bis victim in the bowels of Wheal 
Danes. If a free pardon could have been offered 
to him for the crime, and the mine been filled 
with gold for him to its mouth, he would not 
have stretched out his hand to save him. 
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CHAPTER XLIV. 

Mr, Balfotih atoned for his pterions indif- 
ference to the wares of lie news-boy hy sending 
him next morning to the station for all the lo- 
cal papers. In each, rs he expected, Ihere was 
a paragraph headed Mysteriotu Bitoppearance, 
and as lengtbened an account as proi^ssional in- 
genuity conld devise of the unaccountable depart- 
ure of Mr. Solomon Coe from his house at Gethin. 
The missing man was "much respected;" and, 
" as the prosperous owner of the Dunloppel mine, 
which had yielded so largely fbr so many years, 
he could certainly not have been pressed by pe- 
cimiaiy embarrassments, and therefore the idea 
of smcide was oat of the qnestion." Unlikely as 
it seemed in the cose of one who knew the coun- 

Seo well, the most probable explanation of the 
lir was that the unfortunate gentleman, in tak- 
ing a walk by night along the chff top, must have 
slipped into the sea. The weather had been very 
rough of late and the wind blowing from off the 
land, which would have accounted — if this sup- 
position was correcl^ibr the body not having 
been washed ashore. "In the mean time an 
active search was going on." 

Balfour had resolved not to return to London 
for at least ten days. Mrs. Coe and her son 
would, without doubt, be telegraphed for, and he 
could not repair K their house in their absence, 
The idea of being under the same roof alone with 
Ills mother was now repugnant to him. He felt 
that he could not trust himself in such a position. 
It had been hard and grievous, notwithstanding 
his resentment against her, to see her in compa- 
ny with others, and her absence of late from table 
had been a great relief to him. With his pres- 
ent feehug toward her it would be impossible to 
maintain his incognito ; and, if that was lost, his 
future plans — to which he well knew she would 
oppose herself — would be rendered fotile. Ho 
had seen with rage and bitter jealousy that both. 
Hany and her boy, and especially the latter, were 
dear to her ; aud it was certain she would inter- 
fere to prelect them, for Iheir sake as well as for 
his own. He had other reasons also for not re- 
turning immediately la town. It might hereafter 
be expedient to show that he had really been to 
Midlandshire, where he had given out he had do- 
signed to go i and, moreover, though his purpose 
was relentless as respected Solomon, he did not 
perhaps care to be in a house where hourly sug- 
gestions would be dropped as b> the whereabouts 
of his victim, or the mte that had happened to 
him. Harry and her son might even not have 
gone to Gethin, and in that case their apprehen- 
sions and surmises would have been insupport- 

Kichard was more human than he would iajo 
believe himself to be. Though he had gone to 
bed BO inexorable of purpose, it had been some- 
what shtien through the long hours of a night in 
which he had slept hut Utile, aud waked to think 
on what his feverish dreams had dwelt upon — 
the fete of his unhappy foe, perishing slowly be- 
aie his nseless treasure. More than once, in- 
deed, the impnlse had been strong upon him that 
very morning to send word anonjmonsly where 
Salomon was to be found to the poKca at Ply 
mouth. Hemorse had not as yet become chroni 
with him, but it seized him by fits and starts 



e had been a time when he had looked 
ugh his prison bars) on all men with ruge 
[latred ; but now he caught himself, as it 
were, at attempts at self-justification with respect 
the retribntion he had exacted even from his 
eneroj. Had he not been rendered miserable, he 
argued, supremely wretched, for more than half 
' ' liletime, through this man's agency ? for it 
certain that Solomon had sworn folsely, in 
the spirit if not in the letter, and caused him to 
■■ - nvicted of a crime which his rival was well 
3 he had not in intention committed. His 
conduct toward him on the occasion of his arrest 
had also been most brutal and insulting ; while, 
at^er conviction had been obtained, this wretch's 
e, as Mr. Dodge had stated, had known no 
tion. In the arms of his young bride he 
had been deaf to the piteous cry of a mother be- 
seeching for her only son. 

But, on the other hand, had not he (Richard) 
deeply wronged this m!in in the first instance? 
Had he not robbed him — fbr so mucli at least 
must Solomon have known — of the love of his 
promised wil^ ? If happiness fram such an ill- 
assorted union was not to have been anticipated, 
still, had he not rendered it impossible ? If their 
ions had heen reversed, wotdd not he have 
exacted expiation from such an offender to the 
uttermost ? He would doubtless have scorned to 
twist the law as Solomon had done, and make it, 
as it were, the crooked instrument of his revenge. 
He would not, of course, have evoked its lud at 
all. But was that to be placed to his credit? 
He had put himself above the law throughout 
his life ; he had never acknowledged any author- 
ity save that of his own selfish will ; nay, he 
owned to himself that his bitterness against his 
unhappy victim had been caused not so much 
by the wrong he had sutfered at his hands as by 
the contempt which he (Richard) had entertain- 
ed for him. Without materials such as his iii- 
ihor had possessed to back his pretensions he 
had imagined himself a sort of uTesponsible and 
Bover^gn being. (Sui^ infatuation is by no 
means rare, nor confined to despots and brig- 
ands, and when it exists in a poor man it is al- 
ways fatal to himself.) His education, if it could 
be called such, had doubtless fijstered this delu- 
sion; but Mr. Dodge was right; the Carew blood 
had been as poison in his veins, and had destroyed 

All this might ha true; but such philosophy 
could scarcely now obtain a hearing, while his en- 
emy was dying of starvation in his living torob. 
It was in vain for him to repeat mechanically 
that ho had also suffered a sort of lingering death 
fbr twenty years. The present picture of his ri- 
val's torments presented itself in colors so lively 
and terrible that it blotted out the reminiscence 
of his own. The recollection of his wrongs was 
no longer suffliaent for his vindication. He there- 
fore strove to behold his victim in another light 
than as his private foe— as the murderer of his 
fi-iend Balfour, the history of whose end may 
here be told. 

On the night that Hiehard escaped frem Ling- 
moor, it was Balfour, of coarse, who assisted him, 
and who was awaiting him in person at the foot 
of the pxison wall. 'The old man's arms had re- 
ceived him as he slipped down the rope ; and the 
object at which the sentry had fired had been two 
men, though in the misty night they had seemed 
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but one. E;:]fuur hnil iieeii mortaHy wounded, 
and it was witli the ulmo!^t difficulty that, laden 
M'itli thebunlsii of his dying friend, Bichard had 
contrived to reach Bergen Wood. As his own 
footsteps were alone to be traced along iJie moor, 
the idea of another having accompanied his flight 
■ — fhongh they knew there was complicity — had 
not occurred to the authorities. Balfour had 
hardly reached that wi'etched asylum when 
expired, pressing Eichard's hand, and bidding 
Wim remember Eavl Street, Spitalfields. "What 
you find there is all yours, lad," was hia dying 
testament and last words of ferewell. And over 
ills dead body BJchard swore anew his vow of 
vengeance against the man that had thus, though 
indirectly, deprived him of his only friend. He 
iiad watched by the dead body, on its l>ed of rol^ 
ten leaves, through that night and the whole of 
the next day; then, cban^ng clothes with if, he 
iuul fled under cover of the ensuing darkness, 
and got away eventually to town. 

Hehadfound thehouse in Eai't Street a wretch- 
ed hovel, tenanted by a few abjects, whom the 
money found on BalEonr — which he had received 
on leaving prison — was amply snfiicient to buy 
out. Once alone in this tenement, he had easily 
possessed himself of the spoil so long secreted, 
and, furnished with it, he had hastened down to 
Crorapton— the news of Carew'a death having 
reached London on the very day that he found 
himself in a position to profit hy it. The very 
plan which he had sn^ested to Balfour, whose 
name he also assumed, he himself pat into exe- 
cution. He made a private offer for the disused 
mine, which was gladly accepted by those who 
had the disposal of the property, acting nnder 
the advice of Parson Whymper. Trevethicfc, 
the only man fliat had attached any imparlance 
to the possession of it, was dead ; and it was not 
libely that any one at the sale should bid one- 
half of the sum which (his stranger was prepared 
to give for the mere gratification of his whim. 
The mine itself, indeed, had scarcely been men- 
tioned iu the transaction; it merely formed a 
portion in the lot comprising the few barren 
uteres an which this capricious purchaser had ex- 
pressed his fancy 10 build a. home. "Dieposed-of 
by private contract" was the marginal note wiit- 
ten in the auctioneei''B catalogue which dashed 
Kolomon's loi^-cheiished hopes to the ground, 

Kichard staid on in the neighborhood to at- 
tend the «ale. It attracted an immense con- 
course ; and no less than a guinea a head was 
the price of admission to those who explored the 
t^plendid halls of Cromplon, discussing the char- 
acter of its late owner, and reiailing wild stoiies 
of his eccenlrkities. Poor Parson Whymper, 
ivho had not a shilling left to him— for Carew 
had died intestate, though, thanks to him, not 
absolutely a beggar— was perhaps the only per- 
son present who fdt a touch of regret. He had 
asked &r his patron's ^gnet-ting, as a keepsake, 
find this request had been refused on the part of 
the creditors ; he wandered among the gay and 
jeering croivd like a ghost. Utile thinking that 
the one man who looked at him with a glance of 
|nty was he whom he had once regarded as the 
heir of Ciompton. It was the general opinion 
now that the unhappy chaplain had bean Curew's 
evil genius, and had "ledhinton." Even Kich- 
si'd bestowed but that single glance [ipon him ; 
Jib was looking in vain lor the face tbat had so 



terrible an interest for himself. Hehad not heard 
that Trevethiek was dead, but he knew it was so 
the instant that his eyes fell npon Solomon Coe, 
and all his hate was at once transferred lo his 
younger enemy. The business upon which this 
man had come was as dear to him as though 
it had been written on his forehead. The first 
gleam of pleasure which had visited his dark 
sou! for twwily years was the sight of Solomon's 
countenance when, on the sixth day's sale, the 
anclioneer gave out that lot 970 had been with- 
drawn. Solomon might have received the inti- 
mation long before but for the cautious prudence 
which had prevented him from making any in- 
quiries upon the subject. For a minnte or two 
he stood stunned and silent, then huniedly made 
his way to the rostnun. Richard, who was sit- 
ting at the long table with the catalogue before 
him, kept his eyes fixed upon its pages while the 
auctioneer pointed him out as the purchaser of 
the lot in question. He knew the inquiry fiiat 
was being asked, and its reply ; he kneiv whose 
bnrlr form it was that thrust itself the next min- 
ute in between him and his neighbor ; every drop 
ofbloodinhisbody, every hair on his head, seem- 
ed to be cognizant that the man he hated most 
on earth was seated cheek by jowl with him — rfiat 
the Hrst step in the road of retribution liad been 
taken voluntarily by his victim himself. Tlie 
rest is soon told. Solomon at once commenced 
his clnmsy efforts at conciliation ; and his en- 
deavors to recommend himseif to the stranger's 
fiiendship were suffered quickly to bear fruit. 
He invited him to his house in London, which, 
to Kichard's astonishment and indignation, he 
fonnd to be his mother's home ,' and, in short, 
ffell of his own accord into the very snare which 
the other, had he had the fixing of it, would 
himself have laid for him. 

And now, as we have said, when all had gone 
exactly as Richard would have had it go, and 
Solomon was Iwing punished to the uttermost, 
the executor of his doom was beginning to feel,- 
if not compnnctjon, at all events remorse. So 
adequate retribution had indeed overtaken Har- 
ry. To have made her a widow was, in ikcl, to 
have &eed her from the yoke of a harsh and un- 
loved master ; but the ftct was, notwithstanding, 
the peijnry of which he believed her lo have 
been guilty, he had never hated her as he had 
hated the other authors of hie wrongs. She bad 
once on the rock-bound coast at Gelbin pre- 
served Ms life ; she had accorded to his passion 
all that woman can grant, and had reciprocated 
It j not even in his fiercest honr of despmr had 
he harbored the thought of raising his hand 
against her; he had hated her, indeed, as his be- 
trayer, and as Solomon's wife, but never regard- 
ed her with tliat burning detestation which be 
felt toward her hi;Bband. There was another 
motive also, though he did not even admit it 
to himself which, now that his chief foe was ex- 
piating his oftense, had no inconsiderable weight 
in the scale of mercy as regarded the others. 

His endeavors to win Charley's favor had had 
a reflex action. In spite of himself, a certain 
good-will had grown up in him toward this boy, 
whom his mission it was to ruin. If there had 
bean less of his mother in the lad's appearance, 
or any thing of bis father in hii character, his 
heart might have been steeled against his youth 
* transgression. As a mere sob 
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of Solomon Coe's ho would have beheld iq him 
the whelp of a wolf, and treated him according- 
ly ; but between the wolf and his offspring there 
WHS evidently as little of affectioa as there was 
of likeness. The very weatoeases of Charley's 
character— his love of pleasure, hie erednlity, 
hie wayward impulsiveness, of all which Balfour 
had made use for iis own purposes— were for- 
aiga to tbe nntare of the elder Coe ; while the 
lad's high spirit, demonstraCiveness, and geniali- 
ty ware all his Own. It he had one to guide as 
well as love him— a woman with sound heart and 
brain, such as this Agnes Aird was represented 
to be, what a happy future might be before this 
youth! Without snch a wise counselor, how 
easy it would be, and how likely, for him to 
drift on the tide of self-will and self-indulgence 
to the devil I The decision rested in Kichard'a 
own hands, he knew. Should he blast this 
young life in the bud, in revenge for acts for 
which he was in no way accountable, and which 
were already being so bitterly expiated ? The 
apprehension that Solomon might even yet be 
found alive perhaps alone prevented Richard 
from resolving finally to molest Harry and her 
son no further. If his victim should nave been 
reacaed, his enmity would have doubtless blazed 
fbrtli a^'esh against them as inextinguishable as 
ever, but in the mean lime it smouldered, and 
was dying out for want of fuel. If he had no 
penitence with respect to the terrible reuibution 
he had already wrought, the idea of it disturbed 
him. If be had do scruples, he had pangs : 
when all was over— in a day or two, for even so 
strong a man as Solomon could scarcely hold out 
longer — he would doubtless cease to be troubled 
with them ; when he was once dead lliehard did 
not fear his ghost ; but the thought of this per- 
ishing wretch at present haunted him. He was 
still not iar from Gethin, and its neighborhood 
was likely to encourage such unpleasant feehngs. 
He had only executed a righteous judgment, 
since there was no law to right him ; but even a 
jadge would avoid the vicinity of a gallows on 
which hangs a man on whom he had passed sen- 
He would go into Midland shire— where he was 
now supposed to be— antil the affair had blown 
over. That watching and waiting for tbe Thing 
to be discovered would, he foresaw, he disagreea- 
ble, nervous work. And when it happened, how 
full the newspapers would be of it ! How Solo- 
mon got to the place where he would he found 
would be as much a matter of marvel as the ob- 
ject ofhis going there. If the copper lode— the 
exislencB of which Hichard did not doubt^were 
discovered, as it most likely would he when the 
mine became the haunt of the curious and the 
morbid, it was only too probable that pnblic at^ 
tention would be drawn to the owner. The idan. 
tification of Robert Balfour with the visitor who 
had visited Tnrlock might then be established, 
whence woold rise suspicion, and perhaps discov- 
ery. Richard had no terrors upon his own ac- 
count, but ha was solicitous to spare his mother 
this new shame. He had been hitherto giiiltloss 
in her eyes, or, when blameworthy, the victim of 
circumstances ; but could her love for him sur- 
vive the knowledge that he was a murderer? 
But why encourage these morbid apprehensions? 
Was it not jast as likely that the Thing would 
DevOT be diicoverad at all? Unoe set upon a 



wrong scent, as folks already were, since tlie pa- 
pers had suggested the man was drowned, why 
should they ever hit upon the right one ? Wheal 
Danes had not been explored for half a century. 
Why should not Sobmon's bones Ee there till 
the judgmen t-day ? 

At this point in his reflections the door opened 
— he was taking his breakfast in a private sit- 
ling-room — and admitted, as he thought, the 
waiter. Mchard stood in such profound thought 
that it was almost stupor, with his arms upon 
the mantel-piece, and his head resting on hia 
hands. Ho did not change bis posture; but 
when the door closed, and there was silence in 
place of the expected clatter of the bi'eakfast 
things, he turned about, and beheld Harry stand- 
ing before him — in deep bhicfc, and, as it seemed 
to him, in widow's weeds ! 



CHAPTER XLV. 



If Solomon himself, half starved and imbecile 
" imselffrom 
. . have been 
than at the appearance ofhis 
present visitor. He had left her bat three days 
ago for Midlandshire. How was it possible she 
had ti'acked him hither ? With what purpose 
she had done so be did not ask hunself, for he 
had already read it in her hazard face and hope- 
less eyes. 

"Have I come too late ?" moaned she in a pit- 
eous, terror-stricken voice. 

"For breakfast? — yes, madam," returned 
Richard, coldly; "but that can easily be rem- 
edied;" and he feigned to loach the bell. Hi* 
heart was sl^el again ; this woman's fear and 
care he felt were for his enemy, and for him 
alone. It was plain she had no longer fear of 
himself. 

"Whereismyhusband?"shegaspedout. "Is 
be still alive?" 

" I am not your husband's keeper, madam." 

"But you are his murderer!" She held out 
her arm, and pointed at him with a terrible sig- 
nificance. There was something clasped in her 
trembling fingers which he could not discern. 

"You speak in riddles, madam; and it seems 
to me your humor is somewhat grim." 

" 1 ask you once more, is mv husband dead, 
and have I come too late?" 

' ' I have not seen him tor some days ; I left 
him alive and well. What makes you think him 
otherwise, or that I have harmed him ?" 

"This"— she advanced toward him, keeping 
her CTes steadily fixed upon his own — "this was 
found among yoar things after you left my house!" 

It was a ticket-of-leave — the one that had been 
given to Balfour on his discharge fram Lingmoor. 
It seemed impossible that Riciuiid's colorless &ce 
could have berorae still whiter, hut it did so. 

"Yes, that is mine," s^d he. "It was an 
imprudence in me to leave such a token among 
curious people. You took an interest in my ef- 

" It was poor Mrs. Basil who found it, and who 

save it to me." Her voice was calm, and even 

lid; but the phrase "poor Mrs. Basil" alarmed 
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"ThEgoodlinly is alill unnell, then, is she?" 

"She is dead," 

"Dead!" Richard staggered to a chair, and 
pressed hia hands to his forehead. The only 
creature in the world on whom bis slender hopes 
wero buik had, then, depcrted fitom it ! " When 
did she die?" inquired he in a hollow voice, "and 
how ?" 

" On the evening of the day yon left, and, as 
I helieve, of a disease which one like jou wiU 
scarcely credit — of a broken heart." 

Her manner and tone were hostile ; bnt that 
moved not Richard one whit ; the cold and meas- 
ured tones in which she had alluded to his mo- 
ther's death angered him, on the other hand, ex- 
ceedingly. If his mother hud died of a broken 
heart, it was this woman's lalaehood that had 
broken it ; and jet ehe could speak with caltnneaa 
and uncnncem of the loss which had left him ul^ 
lerly forlorn! He forgot all his lata remorse; 
mid in hia eyes glittered malice and cruel 
rage. 

"Ido not fear von,"eried she, in answer to 
this look ; " for the'wretched have no fear. The 
hen will do baltle with the fox, the rabbit with 
the stoat, to save her young. If I can not save 
my hnsband, I will save my son. I have come 
down here to do it You are known to ma now 
for what you are— a jail-bird. If yon dare to 
meet my Charley's honest &ce again,! will tell 
him who and what you are. " 

" Did Mrs, Basil tell you that, then f" 

"Thus far she did," cried Hatry, pointing to 
the ticket which, Richard luid taken from her 
hand. " la not that enough ? She warned me 
with her latest breath against yon. ' Beware of 
him," said she ; ' and yet pursue him, if you would 
save your husband and your son. Where Solo- 
mon IS, there will this man alao be. Pursue, pur- 
fine!' I did but stay to close her eyea." 

" And BO she knew me, did she ?" 

" She knew enou^, aa I do. Of coursi 
could not gueaa — who could? — your shameful 
past, the fruit of which is there !" and ag^f "'" " 
pointed to the ticket. 

"Afy shameful past!" cried Kchard, rising 
and drawing himself 10 hia full height. "Who 
are you, that dare to say so ? I>0 you, then, need 
one to rise from the dead to remind yon of your 
past I Look at me, Hatry Trevethick— look at 
me I" 

"lUchard!" It was but one word ; but in the 
tone which she pronounced it a thousand mem- 
oiies seemed to mingle. An inexpressible awe 
pervaded her ; she stood spell-hound, staring at 
his white hair and withered face. 

"Yes, it IB Richard, " answered the other, mock- 
ingly, " though it is hard to ihink so. Twenty 
years of wretchedness hai-e worked the cliange. 
It is yon he has to thank for it, yon perjured 

"No, no; as Heaven is my judge, Richard, I 
tell you No!" She threw hefaelf on her knees 
before him; and as she did so her bonnet fe" 
and the rippling hair that he had once stroked 
tenderiy escaped from its bands ; the color car 
into her che^a, and the light into her eyea, with 
the passionate excitement of her appeal ; and for 
the moment she looked almost as he had known 
her in the far-hack spring-tide of her youth. 

"Fair and false as ever!" cried Richard, bit- 
terly. 



Listen, listen!" pleaded she; "tlien call me 
what you will." 

He sat in silence while she poured forth all 
the story of Ihe trial, and of the means by which 
her evidence had been obtained, listening at first 
with a cold, cynical smile, like one who is pre- 
pared for falsehood, and beyond its power ; but 
presently he drooped his head and hid his feat- 
nres. She knew that she had persuaded him of 
herHdelity, but feared that behind those wrinkled 
hands there still lay a mlhless purpose. She had 
exculpated herself, but only (of necessity) by 
showing in blacker colors the malice of his ene- 
mies. She knew that he had sworn to destroy 
them root and branch ; and there was one green 
bough which he had already done his worst to 
bend to evii ways. "Richard, Richard!" said 
she, softly. 

He withdrew his chair with a moi-ement which 
she mistook for one of loathing. 

"He hates me for their sake," thought she, 
' ' although he knows me to be innocent. How 
much more must he hate those who made me 
seem so guilty!" But, in truth, his withdrawal 
from her touch had a very different explanation. 
He would have kissed her, and held out both his 
hands, but for the blood which he dreaded might 
be even now upon them. He saw that she loved 
him still, and had ever done so, even when she 
seemed his foe : all the old affection that he 
thought had been dead within him awoke to life, 
and yet he dared not give it voice. 

' ' Yon have said my husband was alive and 
well, Richard?" 

"I sdd I had left him so," answered he, 
hoarsely. 

" Then yon have spared him thus far ; spare 
him still, even for my sake ; and, for Heaven's 
sake, spare my son I Harden not your heart 
against one more dear to me by far than life 
itself. He has done vou no wrong." 

Richard shook his head; he yearned to clasp 
her to his breast ; he could have cried, ' ' I for- 
gii-e them all," but he could not trust himself to 
speak, lest he should say, "I love vou." 

"Yon have seen my l>oy,Richard, many times. 
The friendship you have simulated for him mnst 
have made yon know how warm-hearted and 
kind and nnsuspicious bis nature is. You have 
listened to his merry laugh, and felt the sunshine 
of his gayety. Oh ! can you have the heart to 
harm him ?' 

Still he did not speak ; he scarcely heard her 
words. The murdered man was standing be- 
tween her and him ; and he would always stand 
there, seen by him, though not by her. From 
the grave itself he had come forth to triumph 
over him to the end. 

"Richard" — her voice had sunk to a tremulous 
whisper — "I must save my son, and save you 
from yourself; no matter what it costs me. You 
little know on the brink of what a crime you 

He laughed a bitter laugh ; for was he not al- 
ready steeped in crime ? She thought liim piti- 
less and malignant when he was only hopeless 
and sdf-condemned. 

"Do you remember Gethin, Richard, and alJ 
that happened there? Can you not guess why 
I was made to marry— within— what waa it ? — a 
month, a week, a dav — it seemed but the next 
hour— after 1 lost you ? Tou have had twenty 
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years of misery for my sake ; but 30 have I for 
yours. Did my hnsband love me, think jou ? 
Did lie love my child ? He had good cause, i" ' 
had only kaoivn, to bate us both. Can you 

He looked at her with eager hope — a trembling 
joy pervaded him. But hope and joy had been 
strangers to him so long that he could s 
recognize them for what they ivere. 

"Mf Charloy is jours also, Richard — jour 

Richard burst into tears. Tiiere was s 
body still to love him in the world— hie own 
and blood — somebody to live lor! The thought 
intoxicated him with delight; a vision of happi 
ness floated before him for an iuEtant ; then wa 
swallowed up in daritness, as a single star by the 
gloom of nighL His own flesh and blood ; ay, 
perhaps inheriting the same nature as his fether. 
It was only l«o likely, from what he had seen of 
the lad ; and he had himself done his best to de- 
velop the evil in him, and to crush the good. 
" Don't weep, dear Richard : kiss me." 
He shrank from her proffered lips with a cold 
shudder. "Nay, I can not kiss jou. Do not ask 
me why, Harry. Never ask me ; but I never 

She looked at him with wonder, for she saw 
that his wrath had vanished. His tone Was ten- 
der, though woeful, and his toLu:h as he put her 
itside was as gentle as a child's. 

"As JOU please, Richard," eaid she, humblj, 
and with a deep blush. " I only wished for it as 
a token of your forgiveness. It is not necessary ; 
those tears have told me we are reconciled. But 
yon will kisB Charley." 

"Naji he must never know," answered Rich- 
ard gloomily. 

" I had forgotten," eaid Hany, simply, " You 
can guess by that the lojallj of my heart toward 
vou, Richard. I forgot that to reveal it would 
be to tell mj darting of his mother's shame. But 
you will be kind and good to him ; jou will undo 
what you have done of harm ; you will lead him 
back to Agnes, and then ho will be safe. " 

"Yes, jes," muttered Richard, mechanically; 
"I will nado so far as I can what I hate done 
of harm. I wiU do my best, as I have done my 

He rose hastily, and rang the bell. Harry 
^ed him like some attached creature that sym- 
pathizes with but can not comprehend its master. 

Hie waiter entered. 

"I shall not go by the train," said Richard; 
"let a carriage and pair be brought round in- 
ataatlj, without a moment's delay." 

The waiter hurried out to execute the order. 

"But JOU will surely return home, Richard, 
after what has happened?" said Harry, thinking 
of his mother's funeral. 

"The dead can wait," returned he, solemnly. 
"Go jon back to town. In three days' time, if 
you do not hear from me, come down to Gethin 
with Chwies and Agnes." 

" But I dare not, unless my husband send for 

"He uriU send for you," said Richard, solemn- 
ly; "or others will in his behalf." 

Without one word or sign of farewell he sud- 
denly rushed by her, and was gone. A carriage 
stood at the front-door of the hotel, which had 
just returned from taking a bride and bridegroom 



CHAPTER XLVI. 

RlCHABD had many subjects for thought lo 
beguile his lonely wa; to Gethin, but one was 
paramount, and absorbed the rest, though he 
strove to dismiss it all he could. 

He endeavored to think of his dead mother. 
His heart was full of her patient love and weaiy, 
childless life ; but her portrait faded from his 
mind like a dissolving view, and in its place 
stood that of Solomon Coe, haggard, emaciated, 
hideous. Still less could he think of Hanj and 
her SOD, between whom and himself this spectre 
of the unhappy man rose up at once, summoned 
by the thought of them, as b j a spell. It did 
not occur to Richard even now that he had had 
no right to kill him ; hut he shuddered to think, 
if he had really done so, how this late opening 
flower of love which he had just discovered 
would blossom inl« fear and loathing. In that 
case his heart would have been softened only to 
be pierced. His mother's death, the knowledge 
of Harry's fidelity, and of the existence of his 
eon, to whom his affection had been already 
drawn, unknowingly and in spite of himself, 
had dissolved his cruel purpose. He was eiiger 
to spare his mother's memory the shame of the 
foul crime he had contemplated, and passion- 
ately anxious that in the veins of liis new-found 
son there should at least run no murderer's 

"Faster! faster!" was still his cry, though 
the horses galloped whenever it was practicable, 
and the wheels cast the winter's mii'c into his 
eager fkco. This haste was made, as he well 
knew, upon the road lo his own min. To find 
Solomon alive was to be accused of having com- 
passed his death. There was no hope in the 
magnanimity of such a foe. But yesterday 
Richard had cared little or nothing for his own 
safety, and was only hent upon the prosecution 
of his scheme against his foe ; now life had mvs- 
teriouslj become dear 10 him, and he was about 
risk it in saving the man he had hpted most 
earth from the doom to which he had himself 
isigned him. He had calculated the possibii- 
■.s which were in his own favor, and they had 
resolved themselves into this single chance — that 
Solomon might be induced, by the uncondition- 
Ter of Wheal Danes and its golden treaa- 
, o forego his revenge. His greed was great ; 
bat his malice, as Richard had good canse to 
know, was also not easily salisfied. Moreover, 
if his victim should decline to be his pro9> 
ir, he would still stand in great perlL It 
only too probable that he would be recog- 
nised at Gethin for the stranger that had so 
lately been staving at Turlock; he had not, in- 
deed, mentioned his assumed name at the latter 
place ; but his lack of interest in (be fate of Sol- 
~ ion — whose disappearance had been narrated 
him by the waitress — and his departure from 
the town under such circumstances, would (in 
of his identification) he doubtless contrast- 
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«d with tliis post-haste joaraej' of his to deliver 
thJB same miin. He had made np his mind, how- 
ever, lo neglect no precautions to avoid this coQ- 
tingency. It would bo daii when ha got to 
Gethin ; and his purpose once accomplished he 
might easily escape recognition, unless he should 
be denounced by Solomon himself. In tJiat 
case Bichard was fuHy determined that he would 
glut no more the curiosity of the crowd. He 
wduld never stand in the prisoner's dock, or be 
consigned again to stone walls. The gossips 
should bave a dead man's face to gaze at, and 
welcome ; they might make what sport they 
pleased of that, but not again of his living agony. 
Then, instead of his bdng Solomon's morderer, . 
he woald be his victim. To judge by his pres- 
ent feeling, thought Richard, bitterly, this man 
would not enjov his triumph even then. Re- 
venge, as his mother had once told him, was like 
a game of batile-door— it is never certain who 
gets the last stroke. If Solomon was now dead, 
starved skeleton or rat-eaten corpse as he might 
be, Hiehard felt that he would sUll have bad the 
advantage over him. 

" Wlwit is it? Why are we stopping?" cried 
he, frantically, as the man pulled up on the top 
ofahm. 

"Let me breathe the horses for an instant," 
pleaded the driver ; " we shall gain time ia the 

"Howfararewe slillfrotn Gethin?" inquired 
Ktchard, impatiently. 

" In time, two hours, Sir, for the road is bad, 
though me and the horses will do our best ; but 
the disiance is scarce twelve miles. Do you see 
that black thing out to seaward jf onder ? That's 
the castled rock. He stands out fine against 
the sunset, don't be ?" 

"Yes, yes; make hastfi;" and on they sped 
again at a gallop. 

Within a mile or two of this spot Bichard had 
first caught sight of that same object twenty 
years ago. The occasion flashed npon him with 
evaiy minutest circumstance, even lo the fact of 
how hnngry be had been at the moment. The 
world was all before him then, and life was young. 
Now, prematurely aged, his interest centred in 
three human beings, and one of those was his 
bitter enemy. 

The dusk thickened into dark; and the tired 
horses — for the stage had been a very long one 
— made but slow way. 

"Faslfir! faster!" was Richard's constant 
C17, till the brow of the last hill was gained, and 
the scanty lights of Gethin showed themselves. 
Then it suddenly struck him for the first time 
what unnecessary speed had been made. Why, 
this man, Solomon, strong and inured to priva- 
tion, had, after all, been but eighl^ancf-forty 
honrs in the mine, and would surely he alive, 
unless the rats had killed him. Where had he 
somewhere read of a strong man overpowered in 
a single night by a le^on of rats, and discovered 
a heap of clean -picked bones by morning? 

The inn, as usual at that season, showed few 
signs of life ; but there were some half dozen 
miners drinking at the bar. 

"Keep tho!e men," said Richard to the inn- 
keeper ; for Solomon had long delegated that of- 
fice to another, though his own name was still 
over the door, and the Gelkin Castle was slill his 
home. "I shall want llieir help to-night." 



" Their help. Sir?" said the astonished land- 
lord. 

"Yes; but say nothing for the present. Bring 
me a bottle of brandy and some meat — eoid 
chicken, if you have it; then let me have a word 
with you. " 

Richard did not order the food for himself. 
While it was b^ng brought he sat down in the 
very chair that Jie had used so often — for he bad 
been ushered into his old parlor — and gamd 
about him. There were the same tawdry ornii- 
menls on the mantel-piece, and the same books 
on the dusty shelf. Nothing was altei'ed except 
the tenant of that room ; but how great a change 
had taken place in him! What a face the dingy 
mirror offered him in place of that which it had 
shown him last ! When the inn-keeper returned 
his mind jnvolmitarily conjured up old I'reve- 
thick, as he had received from him the key of 
the ruin, and doggedly taken his compliments 
upon its workmanship. T^uiy, "there is no 
such thing as forgetting ; " and to recall our past 
io its minutest detMls at the judgment^day will 
not be so impracticable as some of us would de- 
Richard had made np his mind exactly as to 
what he would say to this man, but a question 
suddenly presented itself, which had been absent 
from bis thoughts from the moment that he had 
resolved lo rescue his enemy. It was a very 
simple one, too, and would have occurred to any 
one else, as it bad done already many times to 
himself. 

" Has Mr. Cob been found yet?" 

He listened for the answer eagerly, for if such 
was the case, not only was his journey useless, 
bat had brought him into the veiy jaws of de- 
struction. He would have thrown away Us life 
tor nothing. 

"Ko, Sir, indeed— -and he never will be," re- 
plied the inn-keeper. "When the sea don't pve 
a man up in four-and-twenly honrs, it keeps him 
for good — at least we always find it so at Geth- 

"Well, listen to me. lly name is Balfour. 
I knew Mx. Coe, and have had dealings with him. 
We had arranged a partnership together in a cer- 
tain mine ; and it is my opinion that ha came 
down here upon that business." 

" Veiy like. Sir. He was much engaged that 
way, and made, they say, a pretty penny at it." 

" I was at Plymouth, on my way Xo join him, 
when I heard this sad news. 1 came to-day 

Eost-haste in consequence of it. The search for 
im must be renewed to-night." 

" Lor, Sir, it is easy to see you are a stranger 
in these parts 1 I wouldn't like to go myself 
where poor Mr. Coe met his end, on so dark a 
night as this. It's a bad path even m daylight 
along Turlock cliff." 

"He did not take that way, at least I think 
not. Have yon a ladder about the premises ?" 

;' Yea, sure." 

"Anda lantern?" 

"Now that's strange enough. Sir, that you 
should have inquired for a lantern ; for we wauled 
one just now to see to your horses, and, though 
they're looking for it high and low, it can't bs 
found nowhere." 

"It doesn't strike jou, then, that Mr. Coe 
might have taken it with him?" 

" r.or. Sir," eritd the inn-keeper, wiih admi- 
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ration, "and so he must ha' done! Of coarse 
it atrikes one when the thing has been pnt into 
one's head. Well, 'twas a good lantern, and 
non '^s lost. Dear me, dear me V 

Golden visions of eucueeding to the manage- 
ment of the inn, and of taking to the furniture 
and fixings in lie gross, had flitted acroas this 
honest gentleman's briun, and Che disappearance 
of the lantern affected him with the acute sense 
of pecuniary damage. The general valuation 
would probably be no less because of the absence 
of this article. 

"Send out and borrow another, as many, in 
fact, as you can get," siud Kichard, impatiently ; 
"and get ready a torch or two besides. Pick 
out four of the strongest men yonder, and bid 
them come with me, and search Wheal Danes." 

"What! that old pit. Sir? YouTl not find 
a man to do it — no, not if thoy knowed as mas- 
ter was at Ibe bottom of it. You wait till morn- 
ing. " 

" Tour master is at the bottom of it I feel 
sure he took the lantern with him to search that 
mine. I will give them a pound apiece to start 
at once. Fack np this food, and lend them a 
mattress to bring him home upon. Be quick ! 
be quick !" 

Richard's energy fairly overpoivered the phleg- 



perhaps, also 

if these orders 
1 truly hinted, 
"eighboTB aft- 



n-keeper, whose 
smote him with respect 
and be set about the e:; 
promptly. Wheal Danes, be I 
was a very unpopular spot with 
er nightfoll; bnt^ on the other hand, sovereigm 
were rare in Gethin, and greatly prized. In less 
than half an hour the necessanes which Richard 
had indicated were procured, and a party, con- 
sisting of himself^ four stalwart miners, and the 
inn-keeper, started for the pit. TheSe were fol- 
lowed by half the inhabitants of the little vilhige, 
attracted by the nunor of their purpose, which 
had oozed out from the bar of the GetMn Castle. 
The windy down had prolmbly never known so 
strange a concourse as that which presently 
streamed over it, with torch and lantera, and 
stood around the mouth of the disused mine. 
The night was dark, and nothing could be seen 
save what the flare of ihe lights they carried show- 
ed them— a jagged rim of pit without a bottom. 
Notwithstanding their numbers there was but 
little talk among them ; (hey had a native dread 
of this dismal place, and, besides, there might now 
be a ghastly secret bidden within it. A mtiffied 
exclamation, half of admiration, half of awe, 
broke from the circling crowd as, the ladder 
planted, Kichard was seen descending it torch 
in hand. No other man followed ; none had 
volunteered, and he had asked for no compan- 
ion. They watched him, as the countrymen of 
those who had formerly worked Wheal Danes 
might have watched Curtius when he leaped into 
the golf; and as in Ms case, when they saw the 
ladder removed, and the light grow dim, and 
finally die out before their eyes, it seemed that 
the pit had closed on Kichard— that he was swal- 
lowed up alive. No one, unless the strange stoiy 
about their missing neighbor which this man had 
brought was true, bad ventnred into Wheal Danes 
for these fifty years ! They kept an awe-struck 
silence, straining eye and ear. Some thought 
they could still see a far-off glimmer, oiheis thai 
they could hear a stifled cry, when thj less fortu- 



nate or the less Imaginative could hear or see no- 
thing. But after a little darkness and silence 
reigned supreme beneath them; they seemed 
standing on the threshold of a tomb. 



CHAPTER SLVn. 



A i'i7Li. half hour — which to the watchers above 
Memed a much longer interval— had elapsed since 
Richard had disappeared in the depths of Wheal 
Danes, and not a sign of his return had reached 
the attentive throng. 

"I thought he'd come to harm," muttered a 
fishei'man to his neighbor; "it was a sin and a 
shame to let him ventnre." 

"Ay, you may Say that," returned the other, 
aloud. " I call it downright murder in them as 

"It was not I as sent him," observed the inn- 
keeper, with the honest indignation of a man that 
has not right habitually on his own side. ' ' What 
/said to the gentleman was, 'Wait till morning.' 
Why should I send him?" Here he stopped, 
though his reasons for not wishing to huriy mat- 
ters would have been quite conclasive. 

"Why was he let to go down at all, being a 
stranger?" resumed the first speaker. "Why 
didn't somebody show him the way ?" 

"Because nobody knowed it," answered one 
of the four miners whose services Kichard had 
retained, and who jnstly imagined that the fish- 
erman's remark had been a reflection on his own 
profession. ' ' I'd ha' gone down Dunloppel with 
him at midnight, or any other mine as con be 
called such ; but this is diflerent." 

"Ay, ay, that's so," said a second miner. 
" Wo know no more of this place than yon fish, 
ermen. There may be as much water in it as in 
the sea, for aught we can tell." 

"It's my belief they're more afraid of the 
Dead Hand than the water," observed a voice 
from the crowd, the great majority of tvhlch was 
composed of fisher folk. 

No reply was gii-en to this; perhaps beoanse 
the speaker, an old cripple, the Thcrsites of the 
village, was beneath notice, perhaps Ijecanse the 
remark was unanswerable. The miners were hold 
enough against material enemies, hut they were 
superstitious to a man. 

" If Solomon Coe were alive," continued the 
same voice, " he wouldn't ha' feared nothio'." 

"That's the first word, old man, as ever I 
heard you speak in Ms favor," said a miner, con- 
temptuously; "and you've waited for that till 

" Still, he would ha' gone, and yon durstn't," 
observed the old fellow, cunningly, "and that's 

These allusions to the Dead Hand and to the 
missing Solomon were not of a nature to inspire 
courage in those to whom it was already lack- 
ing, and a silence again ensued. There was 
less light, for a torch or two had gone out, and 
the mine looked blacker than ever. 

"Well, who's a-going down?" croaked the 
old cripple. "The gentleman came from your 
inn, Jonathan, and it's your place, I should 
think, to look after him." 

"Certainly net," answcied the inn-keeper. 
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i true," eaid the first miner. "But 
what's the nse of talking when the gentleman 
bis got the ladder with him ?" 

"Theresmorelaiidersinths world than one," 
observed the cripple. "Here's my grandson, 
John ; he and half a dozen of these voung fol- 
lows would fetch Farmer Gray's in less than no 
time. Come, lads— he off with ye." 

This suggestion was highly applanded, except 
by the miner who had so injudiciouBly compro- 
mised himself, and was carried out at once. 

When (lie ladder arrived ibe three other .min- 
ers, ashamed of deserting their comrade, volun- 
teered to descend with him. The excitement 
among the spectators was great, indeed, when 
these four men disappeared in the levels of Wheal 
Danes, as Richard bad done before them. The 
light of their combined torches lingered a little 
in their tear ; the sound of their voices, as they 
halloed to one another or to the missing man, 
WHS heard for several minntes. But darkness 
and silence swallowed Iheia up also, and the 
vratchers gazed on one another aghast. 

It is not an easy thing, even for those accus- 
tomed to nndei^round lahor, to search an unfa- 
miliar spot by torch-light ; the fitfol gleam makes 
the objecta on which it falls difficult of identi- 
fication. It is doubtful whether one has seen 
this or that before or not — whether ws are not 
retracing old ground. Even to practiced eyes 
these objeets, too, are not so salient as the tree or 
the stone which marks a locality above^ound; 
add to this, in the present case, that the search- 
ers were momently in expectation of coming 
upon something which ihey sought and yet feared 
ta find, anil it will be seen Chat their progress n-as 
of necessity but slow. They kept together, too, 
as close as sheep, which narrowed the compass 
of their researches, and caused ihcir combined 
torches to distiibate only as much light as one 
man would have done provided with a chandelier. 
They knew, however, that their predecessor had 
descended into the second level, so that they did 
not need to explore the first at all. The ground 
was hard, and gave forth echoes to their cautious 
but heavy tread ; thdr cries of "Hollo!" "Are 
yon there f which they reiterated, like nervous 
children playing bide-and-seek, reverberated from 
roof to wall. 

Presently, when they stopped to listen for 
these voices of the rock to cease, there was heard 
ahaman moan. It seemed to come up fiom a 
great depth out of the darkness before them. 
'They lisitaied earnestly, and the sound was re- 
pealed — the faint cry of ft man in grievous pain. 

" There must he another level, " observed (he 
miner who had volanteered the search. "This 
man has falleti down it." 

They had therefore to go back for the ladder. 
Fnshing this before them, the end began present- 
ly to run freely, and then slopped ; it had ad- 
justed itself by the side of the shorter ladder 
which Richard had brought down with him. 

"He could not have fallen, then," observed a 
miner, answering his comrade's remark — as is 
the cnstom with this class of great doers and 
small talkers— at a considerable interval. 

"Yes, he coidd, " replied the one who had first 
spoken. " See, his laddsr was short, and he may 
have pitched over." 



They stood and listened, peering down into 
the darkness beneath them ; but there was no 
repetition of the cries. The wounded man had 
apparently spent his ]iist strengtti, perhaps his 
last breath, in ottering them. 

"He must be down here somewhere. Come on." 
The situation was sufficiently appalling; but 
these men had lost half their terrors, now that 
they knew there was a fellow-creature needing 
help. They descended slowly; and he who was 
foremost presently cried out, "I see him; here 

The man was lying on his face quite still ; 
and when they litled him, each looked at the 
other with a grave significance— they had car- 
ried too many fitim the bowels of the earth to 
the pit's mouth not to know when a man was 
dead. Even a. senseless body is not the same to 
an experienced bearer as a dead ijeight. The 
corpse was still warm, but the head fell back 
with a movement not of life. 

" You were right, mate. His neck is broke ; 
the poor gentleman pitched over on his head." 

"Stop a hit," exclaimed the man addressed; 
" see here. Why, it ain't him at all— it's Solo. 

An exclamation of astonishment hurst invul- 
nnlarily from the other three. 

"Then where's the other?" cried thev all to- 
gether. 

" I am here," answered a ghastly whisper. 
Within but a few feet of Solomon, so that they 
could hardly have overlooked him had not the 
former monopolized their attention, lay Richard, 
grievously hurt. Some ribs were broken, and 
one of them was pressed in ttpon the longs. 
Still he was alive, and the men turned their at- 
tention first to htm, since Solomon was beyond 
their aid. By help of the two ladders, side by 
side, they bore him up the wall of rock ; and so 
from level to level — a tedious and painful journey 
to the wounded man— to the upper air. 

He was carried to the inn upon the mattress 
which his own care had provided for another; 
white the four miners, to the amazement of the 
throng, once more descended into the pit tor a 
still more ghastly burden. 

Ricbarii could speak a little, thongh with 
pain. By his orders a messenger was dispatched 
that night to Plymouth to telegraph the news of 
the discovery of her husband's body to Mrs. Coe. 
His next anxiety was to hear the surgeon's re- 
port, not on bis own condition, but on that of 
Solomon. This gentlemen did not arrive for 
some hours, and Richard was secretly well pleased 
at his delay. It was his hope, for a certain rea- 
son, that he nould not arrive until the bcdy was 
stiff and cold 

He saw Richard first, of courtp The case 
was veiy serious so much so that he ihonght 
it right to mention the fact, in older that his 
patient might settle his worldU afiairs if they 
needed settlement 

"There is no immediate danger, my good 
Sir ; but It IS a!n aj s well in such caacs to hai e 
the mind free from anxiety." 

"I nnderstand; it is quite right," sdd Eich- 
[ ard, gravely. " Moreover, since the opporttmity 
I may not occur again, let me now stale how it all 
; happened." 

I ' ' Nay, ynu must not talk. Wc know it all, 
I nr at least enough of it for the present." 
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"What do yoa know?" asked Richard, 
his eyes half shut, but with anger ears. 

" That in rour benevolent atlempt to seek nft- 
er Mr. Coe you met with the eame accident— 
thongh I trust it will not have the same ending — 
as that unfortunate gentleman himself. He 
pitched upon his head and broke his neek, while 
yon fell upon your side." 

"That is so,"munnuredKichanl. "He and 
I were partners, jou see—" 

" There, there ; not a word more," insisted 
the doefor; "your deposition tan wait." 

And having done what he could for his pa- 
tient, be left him, in order to examine the un- 
iortnnate Solomon. His investigation corrobo- 
rated all that he had already heard of the cir- 
eumstances of his death, wiui which also Eich- 
(trd's evidence accorded. An ohseiTation made 
by one of the miners who had found the body, 
to the effect that it was yet warm when they 
had coma upon it, excited die surgeon's ridicule. 
Tuesday morning, my friend," said 

' " " et mth his death on 

He could not, there- 



he, "and this poor iellov 
Sattirday night lor certair 
fore, have been much w 
him than he is cow, " 
"Well, me and my r 



when jon found 
both fan- 



"I dare say yoa did, my man, " intemipted the 
doctor; "and fancy is a very proper word lo ap- 
ply 10 such an impression. If you take my ad- 
vice, however, you will not repeat such a piece 
of evidence when put npon your oath, for the 
thing is simply impossible." 

"Then I suppose we be in the wrong," said 
Dick to Jack ; and on that supposition ihey acted. 

In this way too self-reliant Science, whose 
mission it. is to explode fallacies, occasionally as- 
sists in the explosion or suffocation of a iact, for 
Solomon Coe had not been dead half an hour 
when his,body was found. 

When Ricbai'd, alone on hia errand of mercy, 
was approaching the brink of the third levd, he 
could hearSolomon calling lustily fbr help. Nay, 
itwasnotonly "Help!" but "Murder!" that he 
cried out ; and notwithstanding the menace (hat 
that word implied toward himself, Uichard hur- 
ried on, well pleased to hear it; the vigor of the 
cry assured him that bis enemy was not only 
living, but unhurt. As the light be carried grew 
more distinct to him, indeed, these shouts re- 
doubled ; but when it came quite near, and dis- 
closed (be features of its bearer, there was a dead 
silence. The two men. stood confronlmg one an- 
other—the one in light, distinctly seen, looking 
down upon the other in shade, just as they bad 
parted only eight-and-forty hours ago. To one 
of them, as we know, this space had been event- 
ful ; but to the other it had seemed a bfetime — 
an age of hopes and fears, and latterly of cold 
despair, which had now been warmed once more 
to hope only to freeze again. For was not this 
man, lo whom ha had looked for aid, his crnel 
foe come back to taunt him— lo behold him al- 
ready half-way toward death, and to make its 
slow approach more bitter? But great as was his 
agony Solomon held his peace, nor oflered to this 
monardi of his fate the tribute of a groan. 

"I am come to rescue you," siud Kicbard, in 
low but distinct tones ; " to undo the evil that 
I have already done, although it was no less than 
you deserved, nor an overpayment of the debt I 



owed you. In return you will doubtless denounce 
me as having meant to murder you." 

No answer. If Kicbard had not lieard his, 
cries, it would have seemed that this poor wretch 
had lost the power of speech. His huge head 
drooped upon bis shoidder, and be leaned against 
the rocky wall as though bis limbs could not have 
otherwise supported themselves ; they shook, in- 
deed— but was it with weakness or with hate?— 
as though he had the palsy. 

"W^l, you wiQ have reason to do so," con- 
tinned Richard, calmly, " for 1 did mean lo mur- 
der you. In ten minutes hence you will find 
youi'self among your neighbors, free to act as 
you please, I shall make no appeal to your 
mercy ; it would, I know, be as fruitless as was 
yours to mine the other day ; but if you abstain 
from molesting me, this mine, with all its hidden 
treasure, shall be your own. I have nothing 
more to say," 

Solomon answered nothing, "Perhaps," thought 
Bichard, "he still doubts me.— Well, hero is the 
ladder;" and he suited the action to the word. 
Solomon's great hand flew out from his side, and 
clutched a rung as a dog's teeth close upon a 
; a dog's growl, too, half triumph and half 
t, came from his deep chest ; then he began 
slowly to ascend, keeping his eyes flxed on Rich- 
ard, The latter drew back a little lo pve him 
space, and watched him with folded arms. 

"Now," said Solomon, stepping off the ladder 
with the prolonged "Ha!" of one who breathes 
freely after long oppression, " it is my turn !" 

" What are you about lo do ?" asked Kchard, 
calmly. 

"What! jon think we are quits, Richard 
Yorke, do you f or at least that wiien I had seen 
you hung it would seem so to me? You don't 
know what it is lo die here slowly in the dark ; 

1 are aboat lo learn that." 

''Indeed." 

' Yes, Yon complained the other day of my 
having used the law against you. Well, you 
shail nut have to reproach me with that a sec- 
ond time. We are about to change places, you 
and I, that's all You shall keep sentry down 
yonder (ill Death comes to rebeve you. It was 
indiscreet in you lo venture here alone to dictate 
rms, my friend." 

Solomon's voice v/aa grating and terrible; it 
had grown hoarse with calling. His form was 
gaunt and pinched with hunger ; his eyes flashed 
Uke those of some starving beast of prey. 

"1 swear to you I came here to rescue you, 
and with no other purpose," said Richard, earn- 
estly. " I was not afraid of jou when you were 
hale and strong, and much leas now when yon 

! weakened with privation ; but I do not wish 

have jonr blood upon my hands. I came 

" Is it night ?" interrupted the other, eagerly, 
[ did not know that it was night ; how should 
in this place, whei-e there is no day ? Well, 
It was slill more indiscreet of you, for I shall 
t away unseen, while you lie here unsought." 
"Youi scheme is futile. There are fifty men 

about the pit's mouth now. I have told them—" 
"Liar!" Solomon darted forward ; andltich- 

ard, throwing away the torch, as though disdain- 
; to use any advantage in the way of weapon, 
ip^led with him at once. At the tonclt of his 
I his scruples vanished, and his hate returned 
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with tenfold fury. But he was in the grasp of 
a giant. Privation had doubtless weakened Sol- 
omon, bnt he had still ihe strength of a powetful 
man, und his rage supplied him for the time with 
nil that he had lost Tbey clung to one another 
like snakes, and whirled ahont with frantio vio- 
lence. Whichever fell undermost was a dead 
man for certain. For a few moments the expir- 
ing torch still showed them each other's hot, vin- 
dictive feces ; then they battled in the dark, with 
laboring breath and eager strain, swaying they 
knew not whither. At last the huge weight of 
Solomon overbore his lesser antagonist. Ricli- 
ai'd's limbs gave way beneath him, and he fell, 
but fell through space; for in then- gyrations 
they had, without knowing it, returned to the 
top of the ladder. His foe, fiist clutched, fell 
with him, but, pitching on his head, was killed, 
as we have seen, upon the instant. 

This was the true history of what had oc- 
curred in the mine, as lUchard, on his bed of 
pain, recalled it step by step, and strove to shape 



o his ends. 



CHAPTER XL VIII. 

Whether Richard's own injuries proved futal 
or not was with him a matter of seeondaiy im- 
portance. His anxiety was to prove that they 
were received by misadventure ; upon the whole, 
matters promised Givorably for this, and were in 
other respects as satisfactory as could reasonably 
be expected. The blood of Solomon Coe was 
npon his own head. Richard had no need even 
to reproach himself with having slruck in self- 
defense the blow that killed his enemy ; and he 
did jiot reflect that he was still to blame for hav- 
ing, in the lirst instance, placed him in the mine. 
He had at least done his best to extricate him, 
and his conscience was (perhaps naturally) not 
verv tender respecting the man who had repaid 
his p at atonement with sach implacable 

m At all events, Richard's mmd was 

00 m h ngaged in calculating the conse- 
q what had happened to entertain re- 

m ti question that now monopolized it 

w w nclusion was likely lo be arrived at 

b ei's inquest that would, of course, be 

h d po he body. The verdict was of the 
most paramount importance to him, not because 
upon it depended his own safety (for he valued 
bis life bnt lightly, and, besides, his inward pain 
convinced him that it was already forfeited), bat 
ell that now made life worth having — the good 
regards of Harry and her son. He had do lon- 
ger any scruple on his own part with respect to 
accepting or returning their aflection. His fear 
was, lest, having been compelled to take so active 
a part in the rescue of the unhappy Solomon, 
something should arise to implicate him in hit 



Fortunately he was far too ill t 
as a witness. His deposition alone could be 
taken, and that he framed with the utmost cau- 
tion, and as briefly as was possible. His wound- 
ed lung defended him from protracted inquiries. 
Solomon himself hod proposed the idea of a part- 
nership in Wheal Danes, and his interest in the 
mine, the knowledge of which had suggested lo 
Richard the place of his concealment, hod 



(lently proved fatal to him. That he should have 
broken bis neck just as Richard had broken his 
libs on such a quest was by no means extraor- 
dinary ; but how he ever reached the spot where 
' as found at all, withont the aid of a ladder, 

inexplicable. The line of evidence was 
smooth enough but for this ugly knot, and it 
troubled Richard much, though, as it happened, 
unnecessarily. Had the place of the calamity 
been a gravel-pit at Highgate, it would have been 
gnarded by constabnlary, and all things preserved 
"" ""ley were until after the official investigation. 

Wheal Danes, from having been a deserted 
;, had suddenly become the haunt of the cu- 
i and the morbid. There was nothing more 
likely than that Solomon's ladder had been car- 
ried otF, and perhaps disposed of at. a high price 
per foot as an interesting relic. The presence 
of the half-extinguished torch that Richard had 
flung away in the second level (and which should 
by rights have been fonnd in the diird) was still 
more easily explained : there were a score of such 
things now lying about the mine, which had been 
left there by visitors. In short, an " active" 

ler and an "intelligent" jury could have 
10 no other conclusion than that of "acci- 
dental death ;" and they came lo it accordingly. 
Other comforters had arrived to the wounded 
an, before the receipt of tliat good neivs, in the 
persons of Harry and her son and Agnes. There 

I reason why alt three should be now warm- 

]racted toward him, which, while it effectu- 
ally worked his will in that way, gave him many 
a twinge. They looked upon him, as did the 
rest of the world, as the man who had lost his 
life (for his wound was by this time pronounced 
to be fatal) to save his friend. He told them 
that it was not so, and they did not believe him. 
He had not the heart to tell them how matters 
really Stood ; but thdr praise pained him more 
than the agony of his wound, and he perempto- 
rily forbade the subject to be alluded to. 'This 
command was not difficult to obey. Solomon's 
death, although the awful character of it shocked 
them much, mas, in reality, regretted neither by 
wife nov son : such must be the case with every 
husband and lather who has been a domestic 
Ijrani, no mailer how dutifully wife and son may 
strive to mourn : his loss was a release, and his 
memory a burden that they very willingly put 
aside; and, in particular, his name was never 
mentioned before Agnes without strong neces- 

Mrs. Coe, always at her best and wisest in 
matters wherein her son was concerned, had 
never told this girl of the part which Bobert 
Balfour had taken against her. It would have 
wounded her self-love to have learned that the 
influence of a comparative stranger had been 
used, and with some effect, to estrange her Char- 
ley. She would scarcely have made sufficient 
allowance for a man <^ the world's insidious 
arts, notwithstanding the circumstances that had 
so favored them. Thus Harry had justly rea- 
soned, and kept silence concerning him. Agnes 
had therefore set down the gradual cessation of 
her lover's visits to Sobo, and his growing cold' 
ness, solely to the hostility of t^olomon. They 
had pained her deeply, thoagh she had been too 
proud to evince aught but indignation ; still she 
strove to persuade herself it was but natural that 
this lad, entirely dependent upon liis tiiher for 
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